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The PRINCE of WALES 


PREFACE 


I 

Poetry being the most intiinate expression of Man’s 
Spirit, it is necessary to education ; since no man can 
be ft ^vortby ciUren of any carfiily state unless be be 
first ft citizen of the heavenly. 

The other fine arts aim also at spiritual expression, 
but their material forms are more remote from ideas, 
and their interpretation often requires some special dis- 
position of mind— as in Music, wherein also the appeal, 
being to moods and untransktable emotions, is uncertain 
of its moral effects. But in poetry the material is 
language, and words are not only familiar to all of ns, 
bat are of ah forms riic most significant that we have. 

Prose, while using the same material, is no rival to 
poetry in this part of education; for though it be the 
logical guardian of Truth, and may rise to the highest 
pitch of expression, and—as we sec in Plato, himself 
a poefc—may d\ily claim the rank and name of Poetry, 
yet it is the common drudge of the Undeistauding for 
all work, and consequently inseparable from the usual 
routine of life, wWch is the cbiefest enemy to spiritual 
abstraction. Pactiy, on the other hand, with a more 
tncmotable form and a diction more musical, is of set 
purpose devoted to the high imaginative task of dis- 
playing the beauty, solemnity, and mystery of man’s 
life on earth. 

Language has a hidden but conunandlng influence in 
directing spiritual life. In whatever country we maybe 
bom, we imbibe the ideas inhereut to its speech ; nor can 
we esenpo foom the bias which that accident must pve 
to our minds, unless we learn other languages and study 



k 

of mr to be an exampte to other?; tiint 

being tlic onlj' troe naliond pride, since by example 
only -will mankind be kd onward to well-being : which 
example is to be manifested in the improvement of the 
licst, not in any extirpation or upraising of the worst, 
these being the proper effects, not the causes or means 
of amelioration. 


n 

This book is n Primer of EngUsh Poetry, and if it 
fliffcr from others of its kind, that will he because it 
is unfalteringly fiulhfol to a sound principle liithcrto 
insufficiently obscn-cd. While in all other Arts it is 
agreed that a student should be trained only on the 
best models, wherein tedmique and aesthetic arc both 
cxcmplnty, there has been with respect to Poetry c 
pestilent notion that the young should bo gradually 
led up to esccllcncc through lower degrees of It ; so 
that teachers have invited tlieir pupils to learn and 
admire what they expected them to outgrow: and 
this was carried so far lliat writers, who else made no 
poetic pretence, have good-naturedly composed poems 
for the young, and in a technique often as inept os their 
sentiment. 

This mistake rested on two shallow delusions ; first, 
that beauty must needs be fully apprehended before it 
can be felt or admired ; secondly, that the young are 
unimaginative. A French writer has brushed ah this 
fallacy aside in a few sentences in which he tells liis own 
early experience.^ 

‘ In this little poem {be writes) there were many 
words and phrases that were new to me, and which I 
could not understand ; but the general effect of them 
seemed to me so sad and so beautiful that I was tlirihed 


M&toUFrftDce p US, 



Tlicie slioiild \>i: nothing, U\en, book v;liicb a 
loTcr of poetry will ctct cast bsuIc, and %n ibin its proper 
limilrttions tlic collection ?bould be os gratifying to the 
old os to the young. 

The motives of selection can be tlius swfiicicntly 
stAtedj but the principles guiding etdurion ore not so 
readily dtscrihed. The conspicuous cbsencc of stvcrol 
famous poets ’will be easily tindcrstoodi although their 
disqualifications arc very unlike In kind ; but tlic 
peculiar limitations of a book to be used in dass may 
not be so well recognised, and they must be allowed 
for. Oo the other kind, it will be evident that some 
of the poems are too advanced for general use ; but 
here it has to be considcitd that in all schools there 
.are exceptionally poetic pupils, and this book would 
fail ia Its aim if it neglected them. Nor is it improb- 
able that these very poems wiB make the first appeal 
to minds that seem least impressionable. 

One ofthc advantages forus of our dassic.al education 
has been that the boys who learned Greek and Latin 
had only masterpieces to study : and if our cultured 
dass have geneT.illy a surer and better tiste In Greek 
or Latin poetry than they have in English, this may 
be attributed to the advantage they have had in the 
one and not io the other. The most of them, if asked 
their opinion on the merits of some favourite Englah 
poem, will tell you that on account of early essodstion 
they are incapable of ju^ng it, and in this predicament 



e\cn high intellect » found hdplcss ; the cinidish scoti- 
cftwit has become part of themselves, and 'with great 
detriment to tlicmselvcs, because wctencc for a bad 
modeliaduccs alildngfortlungsofthesmnesort. Now 
this assodatlon, which is so strong for inferior tilings, is 
equally strong for thebest ; and iiongh an early attach- 
ment may Imt seliloiQ develop into adult judgment, yet 
in the absence of thatrare mature aesthetic appreciatioti 
it is the best substitute for it. 

And no one suicly would deem it an accident that the 
nation whose language was tli.e most prevalent through- 
out the world should be the nation which had the best 
living poetry ; an honour which wt can assume without 
prejudice, and value it not more as a badge of yoa&ful 
prowess than a livdy means of eontinnous health and 
advancement And only by loving familiarity with it 
can we seenrely guard our expanding and wandering 
speech from all that sort of outward contamination and 
indiscruninatc mutation whereby its old nobility might 
coaly become estranged from the undeistonfling of our 
descendants— lest Shahespeare should ever he to them as 
Homer is to tiie modem Grechs, more of a pitiful boast 
thto ft living glory *. end It has been both ft cre^t and 
profit to us that our nineteentb-eeDtury poets stood so 
Ingh in tire scale of mtcdlencc, andpresened so well the 
accent of out older poetry, that tiierc is no gap in the 
train of song, and to-day (except where our gentler 
manners are offended) no word of Shftkespeare need be 
changed when bis plays are acted to a London audience, 
In this gnaxdiac^ of oui speech we shall find out 
best security by enforcing and maintaining a high 
standard of English in our stbool-boolis, which should 
be the same for all ranks and classes 5 the changes that 
must come in our language wll be made by the common 
practice of the folk, who, if they are unfamiliar with 
sound tradition, wifi devdop usages out of all relation to 



it and, indulpn” in (he jponbuicous cccitVnlAl fn^liiori' 
of their tinrcUled cnnronmcnl'?, must break tip into n 
hundred divergent dinJccts matuellj unintc'lipbk. 

Di-ilccts have always exited, and nlwajs vnW cxi'Jt, 
and they should he fostered in iJjcir several liahlUt'?— 
their separate cxistccce ns linng force' of original 
cliaradcr is not incompatible vith the prcscranllon of 
the purity of the main stock, nor vrilh that scn.^c of 
loucli with it which weald keep them from ereentrici tie' 
and distortion. Now if these two desirable tilings .vre 
I'lhc assured, a schooling for all in the tniun or mother 
dialect is imperatiTC. 

And yet it has seemed to me that a lamentable dis* 
niptioR of owr speech, which would cvcnhially rob the 
British race of their noblest inheritance, might reason- 
ably be predicted as its natnral catastrophe Wond the 
scope of any preria'oa to remedy or avert, were it not 
fortlm recent astonishing inventions of So tree, whereby 
the spoken word can be transmitted all over the world. 
Every man will wish to hear and understand the best 
speakers ; and all that we roost needed and desired 
seems promised to ns in the simplest solaHon of that 
problem, namely, that all, whatever dialect they speak 
at home, should hear the language of our great litera- 
tnre in wireless broadcasting, and through their normal 
fcboolmg be familiar with it. 

May cur democracies have iotclligcnce to make a 
right use of God's good pRs, and not leave this para- 
mount and imperial means of national cnltore to be 
squandered in the iclilsh interests of commercialism ! 



THE CHILSWELL BOOK 
OF ENGLISH POETRY 


1 Hmt'wg Sing 


Wakev, lorils nnd latlics g/iy, 

On tlic mountnin ilaxvns Ihc day J 
All the jolly clwsc Is licrc, 

With lini^k nnd horse «n<l himling-spwr : 
Hounds ftre In their couples yelling, 
Hnvvks Arc wliislling, lioms nrc knelling, 
Merrily tncrrily mingle tlicy ; 

' Waken, lords and ladies gay.’ 

Waken, lords and ladles gay, 

Tlic mist has IdV U»c mountain gray, 
Springlcts in the dnsm arc streaming, 
Diamonds on the hmkc arc gleaming j 
And foresters have busy been 
To track the huck in thicket green ; 

Kow we come to chant our lay, 

’ \Vakcn, lords and Indies gny.’ 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

To the greenwood haste away ; 

We can shoiv you where he lies, 

Fleet of foot and tidl of size ; 

We can show the marks he made 
^^^len 'gainst the oak hfe antlers fray’d ; 
You shall see him brought to bay ; 

‘ Waken, lords and ladies gay/ 
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I-oader, louder chant the lay, 

Waken, lords and ladies gay 1 
Tell them, youth and mirth and glee 
Hun a course as well as we ; 

5^me, stem huntsman ! who can baulk, 
Staunch as hound and fleet as hawk r 
Think of this, and rise with day, 

Gentle lords and ladies gay ! 

ScoU. 


2 '" Song from Cymbelm 

And Phmhus ^ arise, 

His steeis to rater at those spring 
On chaliced aotreis that lies ; 

And winking Marr-buds begin 
To ope their golden epes ; 

With erety thing that pret^ is, 

Jly lady sweet, arise; 

Arise, arise! 

^hd-.ctfeare. 

3 Song on May Morning 
Th^yellowCowsU^'J ^paUPri^'e!’ 

Hrf. bounteons ifoy, that dost inspire 

Mnth and youth and warn, desire7 

Wmds and Grores are of % dressing, 
m and Dale doth hoast% Hess^. 
we salute toec with nnr early W 

And welconte thee, and wfahlhee'long,^’ 
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Echoing ^rcen 

Tun Sim docs »riet 
Af)d m.nlc Imppy tlic fldcij 
Tiic merry bells rmy 
To welcome Utc Sprinjj } 

Hie sttykrk and tlirudi, 

The Mwk of tlic boj-h, 
vSing louder nrotmd 
To the liells’ clicerful wend ; 
Wiiie our yports slialj be ^cen 
On tlic echoing Green. 

Old John, with white Intr. 
Docs inugh ftwny c.nrc, 

Silling under ihc onic, 

Among the old folk. 

Tlicy laugh nl our play, 

And soon tlicy nil say, 

‘ Such, such sverc tlic joj'S 
hen we nil— -girls and boys— 
In our youth-lime were seen 
On llic echoing Green.' 

Till tiic little ones, wetwy, 

No more enn be nierr)' ; 

Tlic sun docs descend, 

And oiir sports hare an end. 
Round die laps of their mothers 
hinny sisters and brothers, 

Like birds in their nest, 

Arc rendy for test, 

And sport no more seen 
On the darkening Green. 
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5 

U^DER the greenwood tree 
Who lova to lie with me, 

And tone his meny note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat— 

Come hither, come hither, come hither I 
Here shall he see 
Ko enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun 
And loves to live j’ the sun, 

Seelang the food he eats 
And pleased with what he gets— 

Come hither, come hither, come hither I 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But n-intcf and rough weather. 

ShidtspeaTe. 


Onrnixs with his lulc made trees 
And the mountain tops that freeze 
Bow themselves when he did sin'’ : 

To his raosic plants and flowers * 

Kver sprung ; as sun and showers 
Tiiere had made a lasting Spring. 

Bvery thing that heard him plav, 

Even the billows of the sea, ‘ 

Ht'ng their heads and tiicn lay br. 

In sweet mu«;c is such art, 

'"i"'''5“"'wapicf<,thcui 

Fah asleep, or hearing die. 

Shcicptcre. 
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7 Spring 

Spma, the sweet Spring, is the yeftr’s pleasant hingy 
Then blooms encli thing, then maids dnncc in a ring, 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing, 

Cuckoo, Jug-Jug, pu'Vce, to-witta-ViCio 1 

Ibe palm and may make country houses gay, 

Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day, 

And ^re hear aye birds tune this men}' lay, 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-ivc, to-mtla-UDo ! 

Trie Mds 'ureat'lic sweet, tVe daisies Viss our !eeV 
Young lovers meet, old wves a-sunning sit, 

In every street these tunes our cars do greet, 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-wc, to-wittu-woo I 
Spring I tiie sweet Spring ! 

Noshe. 


8 idriiPs Song 

CouB unto these yellow sands, 

And tlien take Lands : 

Courtsied when you have and kiss’d 
The mid waves whist : 

Foot it fcatly here and there ; 

And, sweet sprites, Ac burden bear 
Hark, hark ! 

Burden {iUpmcdlij). Bowgh, waugh, 

Ariel. The wntch-dogs bark : 

Burden (dispersedlp). Bowgh, uaugh. 

Ariel. Hark, hark ! I hear 

The strjun of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Codi-a-diddle-dow I 

Skaktpeare. 

wUst] tiulied. budea] lefr&in. 
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9 tSriePs Last Sm^ 

Where the bee suds, there suck I s 
In a cowslip's bcU I lie ; 

There I conch when owls ct}'. 

On the bat’s back I do 0y 
After summer merrily. 

Merrily, merrily shall I live now 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bongh. 

Shdku^mi 

to Fairy Song 

O'ren hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander everywhere, 

Swifter than the moones sphere ; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green. 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours 5 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 

And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 

Shahs^art. 


II Mtg MerriHes 

1 

Old Meg she was a Gipsy, 

And lived upon the moors : 

Her bed it was the brown heath turf, 

And her house was out of doors. 

d»v}ierorb<]L«^ev tio ftlrj rin;;!. 


tiiDfnth) liroaRa. 



T 


» 

Her apples Tpere swart blacltbcrriea, 

Her currants pods o' broom ; 

Her wine was dew of the wild white rose. 
Her book a (diurcliyard tomb. 

m 

Her Brothers were tiie craggy hillsj 
Her Sisters larchen trees— 

Alone with her great family 
She lived as she did please. 

IV 

No breakfast had she many a morn, 

No dinner many a noon, 

And 'stead of sapper she would stare 
Full hard against the Moon. 

T 

But every mom of Woodbine fresh 
She made her garlanding, 

And every night the dark glen Yew 
She wovci and she would sing. 

VI 

And with her fingers old and brora 
She plaited Mats o’ Rushes, 

And gave them to the Cottagers 
She met among the Bushes. 

VII 

Old Meg was brave as Margaret Queen 
And tall as Amazon : 

An old red blanket cloak she wore 5 
A cliip hat had she on. 

God rest her aged bones somewhere— 

She died full long agone I 

Eeair 



^Vhen all aloud tiie wjud doth bloTr, 

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian’s nose loolcs red and raw, 
When roasted crabs hiss in tlie bowl, 

Then nig])t]y sings the staifeg owl, 

To-whit I 

To- who !— a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Shakespeare. 


14 (L^nswer to a QhMs ^estion 

Do you ask what the birds say ? The sparrow, the dove. 
The linnet and thrush say, * J love and I love ! ’ 

In the 'Nvintet they 're sllent—the wind is so strong— 
What it says I don’t icnow, but it sings a loud song. 

But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny warm 
weatlier, 

And singing, and loving, all come back together. 

But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love, 

The green fields below him, the blue sky above, 

That he sings, and he sings, and for ever sings he— 

^ 1 love my Love, and ray Love loves me 1 ’ 

Coleriige. 


15 Ophelias Song 

How should I your true love know 
From another one ? 

By his cockle hat and staff 
And ins snndol sfaoon. 


tnr] «eraon. cralsjcrab-ipplc*. 

coeWe hit] hat Tnth a eoe^lo or »Killo[Miell jluck io it, tt »iffJ 
that the weaTcr had ’fliiitcd the aMiil’i ihrin* lo Spam. 
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He is dead and gone, lady, 

He is dead and gone ; 

At Ms head a grass-green tntf, 

At Ms beds a stone. 

White his shroud as the mountain snotr, 
Larded with sweet flowers, 

Which bcweptto tiie grave did go 
With true-love showers. 

ShiJ:eS'pt<:re. 


1 6 

Joo on, jog on, fte footpath way, 

And merrily hent the sb’ie-a : 

A merry heart goes all the day, 

IW sad tires in a mile-a. 

Skijhspeare 

17 

Mv heart 's in the ffighlsnds, my heart is not here 
My heart 's in the Highlands a-<iasing the deer ; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 

My heart ’s in the Highlands, wherever I go. 
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North. 
The birth-place of valour, the country of worth ; 
WhercTCT I wander, wherever I rove, 

The hiDs of the HigMands for ever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high cover’d with snow ; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below ; 
FareweB to the forests and wild-hanging woods ; 
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 

Urttdj ft»4iC sB cm inth. ient] itit* Uy baad C 2 . 

itntbjjlo*' kIl3mUtsd,w5UnMeist4dt»»- 
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Let the blow fall soon or late, 

Let what will be o’er me ; 

Give the face of earth around, 

And the road before me. 

Wealth I ask not, hope nor love, 

Nor a friend to know me. 

AH I ask, the heaven above, 

And the road below me. 

Stitensan. 


^9 On the Hearth-^g 

LimE tongoe of red-broTO flame, 
Whitier go you f — ' Whence I came ; 
Sending on a courier spark 
To eiplore the chimney dark. 


' Once I was a sunbeam fair, 
Darting thro' the awaken'd air. 
Quickly to a green leaf gone, 
On n forest tree I shone. 


Steely lightning struck the hough. 
And I sank into a slough. 

Many ages there I lay. 

Ere I S.1W the All-Father, Day. 


^ow I sparkle once again, 

Flashing light and wamitli to men, 

&e, li,:e all things that ate bright, 

‘ rejoin the All-Mother, Kighl.' 

. Mary Coleridge, 
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22 Te Marintn of England 

Ye mariners of England, 

Hiat guard oiir native seas ! 

Whose flag has braved a thousand years 
The ba^e and the breeae ! 

Your glorious standard lannch again 
To match another foe ! 

And sweq> throngh the deep, 

While the stormy vrinds do blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
Aad the stormy %rinds do blow. 


The spirits of yonr fathers 
Shall start from every ^we— 

For the dccb it was their field of fame, 

And Ocean was thdr grave *. 

Where Blake and mighty Kelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep, 

Wfafle the stormy wind* do blow ; 
While the battle rages loud end long, 
And the stormy vrinds do blow. 


Britannia needs no bulwarks, 

No towers along the steep ; 

Her march is o'er the mountain waves, 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below— 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy winds do blow ; 
When the battle rages load and long, 
•And the stormv winds do blow. 
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The meteor flag of Engknd 
Shall j-et terrific burn ; 

Till danger's troubled night depart, 

And tlie star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean-warriois 1 
Our song and feast shaD flow 
To the fame of your name, 

When the storm hath ceased to blow ! 
When the fiery fight is heard no morfi 
And the storm has ceased to blow. 

Campbell 


23 EHen'i 

Soldier, rest I thy warfare o’er, 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking ; 
Dream of battled fields no more, 

Days of danger, nights of waking. 

In our isle's enchanted liall, 

Hnnd.s unseen tliy couch arc strcm’ng, 
Fairy strains of music fall, 

Ever)’ sense in slumber dewing. 

Soldier, rest I thy warfare o'er, 

Dream of iigliting fields no more : 

Sleep the sleep that kno^vs not brcaldng, 
Morn of toil, nor night of waking. 


No rude sound shall reach thine ear, 
Armour's clang, or witf-stced chomping ; 
Trump nor pibroch summon here 
.Mustering clan, or squadron tramping. 

tn<l«r flsj] flasliirf li\e 6 taeiMr. 
dswingl ileetilti;. icvmmir.j. 

pibrotb) ft nurtiftl »if cr inp ea tssrire: r“ pTOBOMwd u 
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Yet the lark’s shrill iife may come 
At the daybreak from the fallow. 

And the bittern sound hb dram, 

Booming from the sedgy shallow. 

Ruder sounds shall none be near, 

Guards nor warders challenge here, 

Here ’s no war-steeds neigh and champing, 
Shouting clans, or squadrons stamping. . . • 

Scoil. 

24 fie burial of Sir John Sloore 

IvQT a dram was heard, not a funeral note, 

As his corpse to the rampart we hurried ; 
ivot a soldier discharged hb frrewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night, 

The sods with our bayonets turning, 

By the struggling moonbeam’s misty light, 

And the lantern (Bmly bunung. 

iSO useless coffin enclosed his breast, 

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him i 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 

With his martial cloak around him. 

Pew and short were the prayers we said, 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow, 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead, 
And u e bitterly bought of the morrow : 

We thoi^ht, as we hollow'd his narrow bed 
And smooth’d down lus lonelv pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his her. 
And we far away on the bdow 1 
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Lightly they 'll talk of the spirit tliat 's gone, 
And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him ; 

But little be ’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done, 

’'ftlicn the clock struck the hour for retiring : 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That tiie foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid Idm down, 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 

We carved not a Une, we raised not a stone, 

But we left him alone with his glory. 


25 Tie Loss of the '%ff(s! Qeor^c' 

Tou for the brave 1 
The brave that are no more I 

All sunk beneath the wave 
Fast by their native shore 1 

Eight hundred of the brave, 

Whose courage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel, 

And laid her on licr side. 

A land-breeze shook the shrouds, 

And she was overset ; 

Lmvn went tlje Bbyal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave 5 
Brave Kempcofelt is gone ; 

His last sea-fight is fought, 

His work of glory done. 

B 



18 


It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock ; 

She sprang no fatelleak ; 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath, 

His fingers held tlic pen, 

When Kempcnfelt went down 
With tu ice four hundred men. 

Weigh the "?esse\ wp 
Once dreaded by our foes 1 
And mingle with our cup 
The tear that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound, 

And she may 8oat ag.'un 
Full charged with England's thunder, 

And plough tlie disUnt main. 

But Kerapenfclt is gone, 

His factories arc o’er ; 

And he and his eight hundred 
Shall plough the wave no more. 

Conper. 


26 To nAkaham Lmnln 

0 Captain ! my Caplmn ! our fearful trip is done, 

The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought 
is won, 

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
Vfhile folloip eyes the steady keel, vessel grim and 
daring j 

ButO heart I heart 1 heart! 

0 the bleeding drops of ted 1 
Where on the deck my Captein lies, 
Fallen cold and dead. 
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0 Captain ! my Captain ! rise up and liear the bells j 

Rise up— for you the flag is flong— for you the bugle 
trills, 

For you'bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths— for you the 
shores a-crowding, 

For you tlicy call, the swa)ing mass, their eager faces 
turning ; 

Here, Captain I dear father 1 
This arm bcncatli your head I 
It is some dream tlut on the deck 
You ‘vc fallen cold and dead. 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 

My fatlier does not feel my arm, lie lias no pulse nor will ; 

The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed 
and done, 

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object 
won; 

Exult, 0 shores 1 and ring, 0 bells ! 

But I, ulth mournful tread, 

Walk the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 

Whitman^ 


27 Dirgi 

How sleep the Brave, who sink to rest 
By all their Country’s wishes blest ! 
When Spring, wth dc^vy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck iiicir hallow’d mould, 
She tliere shall dress a sweeter sod 
Tlian Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung ; 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 



There Honour comes, a pilgrim greV) 

To bless the turf tliat ^vraps their \ 

And Freedom shall awhile repair 
To do ell ft weeping hermit there I 

1740. 


Wnme shall the lover rest 
tMiom the fates sever 
From hk true maiden's breast, 

Parted for ever ? 

■UTicrc through groves deep and high 
Sounds the far billow, 

Where earlv violets die 
Under the willow t— 

EUuloro! 

Soft shall be his piV/orr. 

There, through die summer dav, 
Cool streams are laving j 
There, while the tcmpcsls sway, 
Scarce arc bouglis waving ; 

There thy rest shalt thou take, 
Parted for ever, 

Never agmn to wake, 

Never, 0 never ! 

Ekuhrol 
Neter, 0 necer t 

Where shah the traitor rest, 

He, the deceiver, 

Who could win maiden’s breast, 
Buln, and leave her ? 
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In the lost battle, 

Borne down by the 8ying, 
Where minxes war’s rattle 
With groans of the dying, 
loro / 

Then shall ke k l/tng. 


Scott. 


Her wng shall the eagle flap 
O’er the false-hearted ; 

His warm blood the wolf shall lap, 

Ere life be parted ; 

Shame and dishonour sit 
By his grave ever ; 

Blessing ^all hallow it,— 

Never, 0 never I 
Eleu loro ! 
ffever,Omerl 

29 Mel Sings 

Full fatbom five thy fatijcr lies : 

Of his bones arc coral mode ; 

Those are pearls tiint were his eyes ; 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 

But doth suffer a scn-cbange 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring Ins knell : 
Burden. Dtng^cng. 

Hark I cow J hear them,— ding-dong, bell. 

SkaUspeart. 


30 %equim 

Under the wide and starry sky 
Dig the grave and let me lie. 

Giad did I ffve and gladly die, 
And I laid me down mth a ivili. 


Inrdeo} refnlo bewd taag bj Uie ee&-&;Q]plis. 
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This be the verse yoa grave for me : 

Here h lits irScre ht longed (a ; 

Home is ihe sdhr, homefrojTi ihe sea, 

And ihe hsnler home from ihe hill. 

SletensOTi, 1884. 


31 Smg 

&U.T, stay at borne, mv heart, and rest ; 
Home-keepuig hearts are happiest, 

Tor those that -meander they hno'K^ cot vrheie 
Are fall of troable and full of care ; 

To stay at home is best- 

Weaiy and homesidi and distress’d, 

They rrander east, they grander west, 

And are baSed and beaten and blomi about 
By the winds of Uie wilderness of doubt ; 

To stay at borne is best. 

Then stay at home, my heart, and rest ; 

The bird is safe^ in its nest ; 

O’er all that flutter their wings and fly 
A hawk is hovering in tiie sky 5 
To stay at home is best. 

Longfellors. 


32 Lucy zAsbtm’s Sing 

Look cot thou on beantv’s chamdeg ; 

Sit thou sSn when kii^ are armin'^ ; 
Taste not when the wine-cup glistens ; 
Speak not when the people listens ; 

Stop thine car against the singer ; 

From the red gold keep thy finger ? 
Vacant heart and band and eye, 

Basy live and qniet die. 

Sfoti, 
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33 S^rses So}J^ 

Whejj the voices of children arc heard on the green, 
And laughing is heard on the hill, 

My heart is at rest \rithin my breast, 

And everything else is still. 

‘ Then come home, my children, the sun is gone dorm, 
And the dews of night arise ; 

Come, come, leave off play, and let us away 
Till the morning appears in the sides.' 

‘ No, no, let us play, for it is yet day, 

And we cannot go to sleep ; 

Besides, in the shy the little birds fiy, 

And the hills are all cover’d with sheep,’ 

* Well, well, go and play till the light fades away, 

And then go home to bed.’ 

The little ones leaped and shouted and laugh'd 
And all the hills ediohd. 

Blok. 

34 * 

The sun descending in the west, 

The evening star does shine j 
The birds are silent in their nest, 

And I must seek for mine. 

Tlie moon, like a flower, 

In heaven’s high bower, 

With silent delight 

Sits and smiles on the night. 

Farewell, green fields and happy grove?, 

\Miere flod« have took delight. 

^Wiere lambs have mbbled, silent moves 
The feet of angels bright ; 

took] conoion in dialect and ntlgar tpeech for (altii, 

QOTei] lee note »t end oi book. 
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Unseen they pour hlesdng, 

And joy without ceasing, 

On each bud and blossom, 

And each sleeping bosom. 

They look in every thoughtless nest, 
Where birds are cover'd warm ; 
They visit caves of every beast, 

To keep them all from harm. 

If they see any weeping 
Tliat should have been sleeping, 
They pour sleep on their bead, 

And sit do>m by their bed. . . . 


35 Cradle Smg 

Swm and low, sweet and low, 

Wind of the western sea, 

Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the western sea I 
Over the rolling waters go, 

Come from the dying moon, and blow, 

Blow him again to me ; 

Wliile my little one, while my pretly one, sleepj. 

ani lesi, Bleep trst, 

Father \riH come to thee soon ; 

Rest, rest, on mother’s breast, 

Father will come to thee soon ; 

Father will come to his babe in the nest, 
Silver sails all out of the west 
Under the diver moon ; 

Sleep, my little^^ne, slwp, my pretty one, sleep. 

Teiwyton. 
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3fi Lutldy of an Infant Chief 

Oh 1 iiusli tljee, my babie, diy sire vras a knight, 

Thy mother a lady both lovely and bright ; 

The woods and the glens, from the towers which we see, 
They all are belonging, dear babie, to tliee. 


Oh 1 fear not the bugle, though loudly it blows, 

It calk but the warders tlmt guard thy repose j 
Tlieir bows would be bended, their blades would be red, 
Ere the step of a foeman draws near to thy bed. 


Oh 1 hush thee, my bnbic, the time soon will come, 
When thy sleep shall be broken by trumpet and dram ; 
Tlien hush tliec, my darling, lake rest while you may, 
For strife comes with manhood, and waking ^rith day. 

Seen, J8I5. 


37 Faery Seng 

(SuNa DV Tim FAinics over an* outuw akd nis sates 

y>liO HAD ESCArEP INTO THE MOUATALV'S.) 

We nho are old, old and gay, 

0 M old 1 

Tlious.’ind of years, tliousand of years, 

If ail were told : 

Give lo these children, new from Uic world, 
Silence and love ; 

And the long dew -dropptt^ hoars of the dght, 
And the stare above t 
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Give to these chiHren, MwfrDm the ivorW, 
Best far from men. 

Is anvthing better, enylhiog better ? 

Tell os it then : 


Us ^ho old, old and gay, 

0 so old 1 

Thousand of years, thoosand of years, 
If all verc told. 

W.B. 


Yeats. 


38* 

It is not gro^ring like a tree 
In bulk, doth make men better be ; 

Or stantog long an oak, three hundred year, 

To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sere ; 

A lily of a day 
Is fairer far in May, 

Although it fall and ie ^at night ; 
it the plant and flower of Light 
In small proportions we just beauties sec } 

And in short measures life may perfect be. 

Ben jemson. 


39* 

. . . Joy and Woe arc woven fine, 

A Qothlng for the soul dinne : 

Under every grief and pine 
Runs a joy with silken twine. 

It is rigiu it should be so : 

Man was made for Joy and Woe J 
And when Uife we rightly know, 

Safely through the ^Vorld^7e go. . . . 

Bids. 
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40 * H^mn on tie Morning of 
Cbrisfs 3^ikit] 

I 

It was the Winter wild. 

While the Hcnv'n*bewj-ch\ld 
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 

Natnre in awe to him 
Had doff’d her gaudy trim, 

With Ifcr great Master so to sympathize i 
It was no season then for her 
To wanton :ritli the Sim her lusty Paramour. 

I! 

Only with speeches fair 
She WOOS the gentle Air 
To hide iier guilty front with innocent Snow } 

And on her naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful blame^ 

The saintly Veil of maiden white to throw, 
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 

IK 

But he, her fears to cease, 

Sent dmvn the meck*eycd Peace; 

She, crown’d \rith Olive green, came softly sliding 
Down through the turning sphere 
Ilis ready Harbinger, 

With Turtle wing the amorous clouds diriding ; 
And waving mde her myrtle wand, 

Siie strikes a universal Peace through Sea and Land. 

t. ^/sroaioarHoT’isr. a. /rosiJtorehesJ. 

m. turmng iphetel * . harWniorliierili tnr{l6]dflT«. 
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XI 

At last surrouiids their sight 
A Globe of circular light, 

That Tvith long beams the shamefaced night array’d. 
The helmed Cherubim 
And sworded Seraplum, 

Are seen in glittering ranks ^th ’rings Splay’d, 
Harping in loud and solemn quire 
With unexpressive notes to Heaven’s new-born Heir. 

m 

Such Music (as ‘tis said) 

Before was never made. 

But when of old the sons of morning sung, 

While the Creator Great 
His constcllatious set, 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung i 
And cast the dark foundations deep, 

And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep. 

xiti 

Pdng out ye Crv'Stal spheres 1 
Once bless our human cars, 

(If yc have power to touch oui senses so) 

And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time j 
And let tlie Bass of Heav’n’s deep Organ blow. 

And with your ninefold harmony 

Make up full consort to th’ Angelic symphony- 

XIV 

For if sudi holy Song 
Enwrap our fancy long, 

'Hrae will run hack, end fetch tire age of gold ; 

n. taexpTtiilTe]ir.eip:ttiiiit. 
xui. crnul tptere«1\ 
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Ab( 3 then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins ; for from this happy day 
Th’ old Dragon under ground 
In straiter limits bound. 

Not half so far casts his nsuipbd sway ; 

And wroth to see his Engdom fsi\, 

Swiedges the scaly Horror of his folded tail. 

nx 

The Grades are dumb ; 

No Toicc or hideous hum 

Runs through the archhd roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more divine, 

‘With hollow shriek the steep of Lslpkos leaving t 
No nightly trance, or breathbd spell, 

Inspires the pale-eyed Priest from the prophetic cell., 

XX 

The lonely rnoantalos o’er, 

And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard, ami loud lament *, 

From haunted spring, and dale, 

Edged with poplar pale, 

The parting Gcmus is with sighing sent ; 

With fiower-inwoveo tresses tom 

The Nymphs in twilight sbadeof tangled thickets mourn. 

in 

In consecrated Earth 
And on the holy Hearth 

Tlie Lars and Lemures moan with midnight plaint, 

In Urns, and Altars round, 


xxi. diTint] gift ondtt. 


XI. gtaiuj} jpirit of the plsee , 
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m 

He feels from hdat Land 
The dreaded Infant’s hand ; 

The raTs of Utihlchm blind his dushy eyn ; 

Nor all the gods beside, 

Longer dare abide, 

Isol Ty;5/ioa bogc ending in snaky t^rinc : 

Oar Babe, to shew his Godhead true, 

Can in his swaddling bands control the damnlid crew. 

xm 

So when the Sun in bed, 

Curtain’d with cloudy red, 

Pillows his cliin upon an Orient wave, 

The flocldng shadows pale, 

Troop to th’ infernal jail, 

Each fetter’d Ghost slips to his several grave ; 

And the yellow-skirted Ta^t 
Fly after the Night-steeds, leasing their Moon-lov'd 
maze. 


xxvn 

But see, the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest ; 

Time is our tedious Song should here have ending ; 
Heav’n's youngcst-tccmfed Star 
Hath fix'd her polish’d Car, 

Her sleeping lord rriib Hsvdmaii Lamp attend/cg t 
And all about the courfly Stable, 

Bright-hamess’d Angels sit in order serviceable. 

irdlim, 1629 . 


rrvTi. rottnjeft-tecmeillatcsllwrn, tbal U cfBethleberft. 

fixed] (^.ood B^iU tbe haraeteed] armouiM. 



Christmas tAntipbon 

Thou whose Wrth on earth 
Angels sai^ to men, 

While thy stars made mirth, 
Saviour, at thy birth, 

Hus day bom again ; 

As this night was bright 
With thy cradle-ray, 

Vei^’ light of light, 

Turn the wild worfd’s night 
To thy perfect day 

Hjou the Word and Lord 
In all time and space 
Heard, beheld, adored, 

With all ages pour’d 
Forth b^orc tby face. 

Lord, what worth in earth 
Drew ^ce down to die ? 
Wlat therein was worth, 

Lord, thy death and birth ? 

What beneath % sky? . . * 
From the height of n^ht, 

Was not thme the star 
That led forth with might 
By no worldly light 

Wise men from afar ? . . , 

Bid our peace increase, 

Thou that laadcst mom ; 

Bid oppressions cease ; 

Bid the night be peace } 

Bid tile day be bom. 


SirinhitTie, 
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42 The 5^J3 Jerusalem 

Aa'd did those feet in ancient time 
Walk upon England’s monntains green ? 

And n'as the holj Lamb of God 
On England’s pleasant pastures seen ? 

And did the Coantcnancc Divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded hills ? 

And vras Jerusalem builded here 
Among these dark Satanic mills ? 

Bring me my Bow of burning gold ! 

Bring me my Arrows of desire I 
Bring me my Spear 1 0 clouds, unfold I 
Bring me my Oiariot of fire ! 

I will not cease from Mental Fight, 

Kor shall my Sword sleep in my hand, 
nil we have built Jerusalem 
In England's green and pleasant Land. 

Blok. 


Esgiakd I awake I awake ! awake ! 
/emsafein t:6y SsCer cafis i 
V?hT wilt thou sleep the sleep of death, 
And close her from thy ancient walls ? 

Thy Mis and valleys felt her feet 
Gently upon thdr bosoms move : 

Thy Gates beheld sweet Zion's ways ; 
Then was a time of joy and love. 
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And the time teturns again i 
Our souls exult, and Londons totrers 
Bcceive the Lamb of God to duel! 

In Lugland s green and pleasant bowers. 

Dklt. 

44* %r 

TiGEa I tiger I burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eje 
Could frame thy fearful ssTomctiT ? 

In what distant deeps or shies 
Burnt the ^re of thine eyes ? 

On what 4rings dare he aspire ? 

^Mjat the hand dare scire the fire ? 

And ffliat shoulder, and what art, 

Could twist the sinews of thy heart ? 

And when thy hc.art began to beat, 

^liat dread hand, and what dread feet ? 

V^liat the hammer ? what the ciiain ? 

In what fumoec was thy brain ? 

hat the anvil } what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp f 

^^'hcn the slam threw down their spcais, 

And water'd hc.avcn with tlicir tears, 

Did he smile hi< work to see ? 

Did be who inisdc the I^mb make thee ? 

Tiger! tiger! burning bright 
In the forest*! pf the night. 

What immortal haiy] or eve 
Dare frame thv fearful sYmmclrv ? 
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88 

‘the Eagle 

He clasps the crag \nth crooked Lands ; 
Close to the son in lonely lands, 

Ring'd mth the azure world, he stands. 


The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls ; 

He watches from his mountain walls, 

And like a rimnderbolt he falls. 

Temyton. 


46 (Alexander Selkirk during his Solitary 
(Abode in the Island of Juan Fer- 
nandez 

I AM monarch of all I survey ; 

My right there is none to dispute ; 

From the centre all round to the sea 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

0 Solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in % face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms 
Than reign in this horrible place. 


I am out of humanily’s reach , 

I must firash my journey alone, 
>'cver hear the sweet music of speech ; 

I start at rile sound of my own. 

The beasts that roam over the plain 
My form with indilFercnce sec ; 

They arc so unacquainled with man, 
Their tameness is shocking to me. 
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47 'the ‘Baniskd 'Duke living in the Forest 
speaks to bis ‘Retainers 

Fjom M Ten Lib It, ji. i. 

Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 

Here feel we but the penally of Adam, 

The seasons’ difference as the icy fang 
And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind, 

Which, when it bites and blows upon my body 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say 
' This is no flattery these are counsellors 
That feeUngly persuade me what I am.’— 

Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venemons, 

Wears yet a prcaous jewel in his head t 
And this our life exempt from public haunt 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the Tanning brooks, 
Sermons in stones and good in cvcrytliiog. 

I would not change it. 

Ainexs. H®PPy is your Grace, 

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a s^le. , . . 

Skd.esptare. 

4^* ^he z^ncient Mariner 

Fart I 

It is an ancient Mariner, 

And he stoppeth one of three. 

— ' By thy long gray beard and glittering eye, 

Kow wherefore stopp'st thou me ? 

a prwioM jeirtl] rtfen lo an old popular b-Uef. 
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' The Bridegroom’s doors are open’d wide, 
And I am next of kin ; 

The guests are met, the feast is set : 

May’st hear the merry in/ 

He holds him rrith his skinny hand, 

' There was a ship/ quoth he. 

— ' Hold off ! unhand me, gray-beard loon 1 * 
Eftsoons Ills hand dropt be. 

He holds him with his glittering eye 
The Wedding-Guest stood still, 

And listens like a three years’ child i 
The Mariner hath his will. 

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone ! 

He cannot choose but hear ; 

And thus spake on that ancient man, 

The bright-eyed Mariner 

' Tlic ship was cheer'd, the harbour clear’d ; 

Merrily did we drop 

Bclorr tlie kirk, below the hill, 

Below the light-house top. 

‘ Tlic Sun came up upon the left, 

Out of the sea came he ! 

And be shone bright, and on tlic riglit 
Went down into the sea. 

’ Higher and higher ever}* day, 

Till over tlic mast at noon 

The Wedding-Guest here be.at his breast, 

Tor he heard the loud bassoon. 


«^.*Dral}ttoe«^. 
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The bride hath paced into the hall, 

Red as a rose is she; 

Nodding their heads before her goes 
The merry nunstrelsy. 

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 

Yet he cannot clioose but bear ; 

And thus spake on that andent man, 

The bright-ej-cd hfariner 

And norr the storm-blast came, and he 
^Vas tyrannous and strong : 

He struck ^th his o’crtaldng wrings, 

And chased us south alon". 

‘ With sloping masts and dipping pro^, 

As who pursued with yell and blow 
Still treads the shadow of his foe, 

And forward bends his head, 

The ship drove fast, loud roar’d the blast, 

And southward aye we fled. 

* And now there came both mist and snow, 
And it grew wondrous cold : 

And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 

As green as emerald. 

‘ through the drifts the snowy difts 
Did send a dismal sheen : 

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken— 

The ice was all between. 

The ice was here, the ice was there, 

The ice was all around : 

It CTiick’d and grorfd, and roar’d and hoTl'd, 

Like noises in a swonnd! 



48 


‘ At Icngtii did cross an Albatross, 

Thorough the fog it came ; 

As if it Imd been a Christian soul, 

We hail’d it in God’s name. 

* It ate the food it ne’er had eat, 

And round and round it flew. 

ITic ice did split with a thunder-fit ; 

The helmsman steer’d us through 1 

* And a good south wind sprung up behind ; 
The Albatross did follow, 

And every day, for food or play, 

Came to the mariners’ hollo 1 

* In mist or cloud, ort mast or shroud, 

It perch'd for vespers nine ; 

Whiles ah the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Glimmer'd the white moonrshine.’ 

' God save thee, ancient Mariner 1 
From the fiends, that plague thee thus !— 
Wliy look’st thou so ? With tny cross-bow 
I shot the Albatross. 


Part II 

' The San now rose upon the right 5 
Out of the sea came be, 

Still liid in mist,— and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 

' And the good south wind still blew behind, 
But no sweet bird did follow, 

Nor any day for food or play 
Game to the marincis’ hoQo I 
Alb&tnn] crett ics-biid. 

tht fwd U ac'flr had ett] hiienlt'iroinu. ihroad] 



* And I had done a heUfeh thing, 

And it vrould work ’em woe : 

For all averr’d, I had loll’d the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 

Ah wretch ! said they, the bird to slay, 

That made the breeze to blow I 

Nor dim nor red, like God’s own bead, 

The gbrions Sun nprist : 

Then all aveir’d, I had kill’d the bird 
That hronght the fog and mist. 

*Twas right, said they, such birds to slay, 

That bring the fog and mist. 

' The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
The furrow stream’d off free ; 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

’ Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down, 
*Twas sad as sad could be ; 

And we did speak only to break 
"Hie rilcDce of the sea ! 

AD in a hot and copper sl^, 

The bloody Sun, at noon, 

Right up above the mast did stand, 

No bigger than the Moon. 

' Day after day, day after day, 

We stuck, nor breath nor motioii ; 

As idle as a painted ship 
Upon a painted ocean. 

Water, water, cverywdicre, 

And all the boards did chrin V j 
Water, water, everywhere, 

Nor any drop to drink. 
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‘ The very deep did rot : 0 Christ ! 

Tliat ever this should be ! 

Yea, slimy thiogs did crawl with legs 
Upon the slimy sea. 

* About, about, in red and rout 
The death-fires danced at night ; 

The water, like a witch's oils, 

Burnt green and blue and white. 

* And some in dreams assurfed were 
Of the Spirit tiiat plagued us so ; 

Nine fathom deep he had follow’d us 
From the Land of Mist and Snow. 

* And every tongue, through utter drought, 
Was wither’d at the root ; 

We could not speak, no more than if 
We bad been choked nitb soot. 

' Ah 1 well a-day ! what evil looks 
Had 1 from old and young ! 

Instead of the cross, the Albatross 
About my neck was hung. 

Part lif 

' There pass’d a wc-iry time. Each throat 
Was parch’d, and glazed each eye. 

A weary time ! a weary time 1 
How glazed each weary eye ! 

1\Tien looking westward, I beheld 
A something in the sky. 

‘ At firet it seem’d a little speck, 

And then It seem’d a mist } 

It moved .and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 

iriii} puenred. 
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A speck, a mist, a sb^e, I \rist I 
And still it near’d and near’d i 
As if it dodged a 'water^prite, 

It plunged and tack’d and veer’d. 

‘ With throats unslaked, vdlih black lips baked, 
We could not laugh nor wail ; 

Through utter drought afl dumb we stood 1 
I bit my am, I sudt’d the blood, 

And cried, A sail I a sail ! 

' Whth throats uoslaked, with bkck lips baked, 
Agape they beard me call : 

Gramercyl they forjoy did grin, 

And all at occe their breath drew in, 

As they were drinlang all. 

' Sec 1 see ! (I cried) she ticks no more ! 
Hither to work us weal ; 

Without a brcc 2 c, ^rithout a tide, 

She steadies with upright keel ! 

' Tlie western wave was all a-flame, 

The day was wellnigh done ! 

Almost upon the western wave 
Bested tlie broad bright Suo ; 

When tliat strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 

And straight the Sun was Seck’d with bars, 
(Heaven s Motlicr send us grace I) 

As if through a dungcon-gratc he peer’d 
With broad and bonung face. 

Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she nears and nears ! 

Are those her siUis that glance in the Sun, 

Like restless gossamcres ? 



' Are those her ribs through "which the Sun 
Did peer, ns through a grate ? 

And is that Womao all her crew ? 

Is that a Death ? and arc Uiere two f 
Is Death that Woman s mate ? 

' Her lips were red, her loots were free, 

Her locks were yellow as gold ; 

Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

The Nightmare lafe-in-Death was she, 

Who thicks man’s Wood with cold. 

* The naked hulk alongside came, 

And the twain were casting dice ; 

" The game is done I I 've won 1 I 're won I ” 
Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 

' The Sun’s rim dips ; the stars rush out 5 
At one stride comes the dark ; 

With fa^lleaId whisper, o’er the sea, 

Off shot the spectre*bark. 

* We listen'd and look’d sideways up 1 
Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

My life-blood seem’d to sip I 

The stars were dim, and tlrick the night, 

'The steersman's face by his lamp gleam'd white j 
From the sails the dew did drip— 

Till clomb above the eastern bar 
The hom&d Moon, with one bright star 
Within the nether tip. 

’ One after one, by tiie stai>dogg'd Moon, 

Too quick for groan or ogh, 

Each turn'd his face with a ghastly pang, 

And cursed me with his ^e. 

do^'dj followed elotelj bj. 
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' Foot times fifty lifing men, 

(And I heard nor sigh nor groan) 

With heavy thnmp, a lifeless lump, 
They dropt down one by one. 

' The souls did from their bodies fly,— 
They fled to bliss or woe ! 

And every soul, it pass’d me by 
Like the whizz of my cross-bow.’ 


Part IV 

' I fear thee, ancient Mariner I 

I fear thy skinny hand 1 

And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 

As is the ribb'd sea-sand. 

* I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 

And tby skiimy band so brown.’ 

— ‘ Fear not, feat not, thou Wedding-Guest 1 
Tins body dropt not down. 

’ Alone, alone, ah, all alone, 

Alone on a wide, wide sea I 
And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 

^The many men, so beautiful ! 

And they all dead did lie ; 

thousand thousand slimy things 
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' I look’d to hsarea, aad tried to praj ; 

Bat cr ever a pni\^ iiad giislit, 

A ^‘cked vrHjper carnet and miyJe 
Mv h eort os dn' as dtet. 

' I dosed av lids, and kept thea close, 

And the bdls like pulses beat ; 

For the end the sea, and the sea acd the skr 
Lav like a load on mv vrearr ere, 

And the dead trere at mv feet 

* Ice cold sveat md:ed from their limb?, 

Ko: rot cor reek did th^ : 

The look with vkich tbev look'd oa me 
Had cever pass’d arrsv. 

’ An orphan’s curse vrocld dra^ to Hell 
A spirit from on high ; 

But oh I more horrible than that 
Is the case in a dead man’s eje ! 

Seven days, seven nights, I saw that core. 

And yet I could not ^e. 

' The aoring Jiooa vvent cp the skr. 

And nowhere i'd abide : 

Sofrh* she was gang np, 

And a star or two beside— 

' Her beams bemock’d the suhrr main, 

Like April hoar-frost spread ; 

Bat where the sh^’s huge shadow lay, 

The charmed wsier bamt aiwsr 
A still and awful red. 

' Bevond the shadow of the ship, 

I watch'd the water-snakes : 

They moved in tracks efshiamg white, 

And when they rear’d, the elfish I^t 

Fell of in hoary Sakes- 

D 
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* Witliin the shadow of the ship 
I watch'd thdr rich attire ; 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 
They coll'd and swam ; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 


* 0 happy Ihing things ! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare : 

A spring of love gush’d from my heart, 
And I bless’d them unaware ; 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I bless’d them unaware. 

‘ 'The seli^e moment I could pray 5 
And from my neck so free 
Tbe Albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into tbe sea. 


Part V 

*0 sleep! it is a gentle thing. 

Beloved from pole to pole ! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given 1 
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven 
That slid into my soul. 


‘The silly badiets on the deck 
That had so long remain’d, 

I dreamt that they irere fill’d with dew ; 
And when I awoke, it rain’d. 


' My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 
My garments all were dank ; 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams 
And still my body drank. 
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' I moved, and couW not feel tay limbs l 
I was so light— almost 
I thought tlmt I had died in sleep, 

And was a blcssfed gliosL 

And soon I heard a roaring ivind 5 
It did not come ancar j 
But ^dth its sound it shook the sails, 

That were so tlun and sere. 

' The upper air burst into life I 
j’Vnd a Imndrcd fare-flags sheen, 

To and fro, they were harried about ; 

And to and fro, and in and out, 

Tlie i\-an stars danced between. 

‘ And the coming wind did roar more loud, 

And the sails did sigh like sedge ; 

And the rain pour'd down from one black cloud 
The Moon was at its edge. 

’ The tlilck black cloud was deft, and sBU 
The Moon was at its side : 

Like waters shot from some high crag, 

The lightidng fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 

' The loud wind never reach'd the ship, 

Yet now the ship moved on 1 
Beneath the lightrong and the Moon 
The dead men gave a groan. 

They groan’d, thw stirr'd, they all uprose, 

Nor spake, nor moved their ^es ; 

It had been strange, e’en in a dream, 

To have seen those dead men rise. 
wrelnitlitKdBiiadry. Aem] adj , hnghl. Twlpab. 
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‘ThelicbCT^a.'ti steer’d; the sliip moved oa ; 
Yet never a breeze \ip4levr ; 

"nse mariners all gan -rork the ropes. 

Where ^cj 'were wont to do ; 

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 
We were a gbasUj crew. 


' The body of my brothel’s son 
Stood by me, knee to knee i 
The body and I poll’d at one rope, 
But be said ooaght to me.’ 


— I fear thee, andent Mariner I ' 

— Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest I 
*Twas not those souls that fled in pain 
Which to their cors« came agEin, 

Bnt a troop of spirits blest ; 

‘ For when it dawn’d they dropp’d theit arms, 
And cluster’d ronnd toe mast ; 

S'ffeet sounds rose slowly through their moutia, 
And from thdr bodies pass’d. 

* Around, around, flew each sweet sound, 

Then darted to the Sun ; 

Slowly the sounds came back again, 

J'O'w mix’d, now one by one. 


‘ Sometiioes a-dropping from the sky 
I heard the s^lark sing ; 

Sometones afrteile birds that are, 

How they seem’d to fiB the sea and air 
With their sweet jargoning 1 

emssj eerr*!*. }irEcaiE5]^fata!b{, 
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‘ And now ’iwas like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flute ; 

And now it k an angel's song, 

Tliat makes the heavens be mute. 

* It censed ; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to tlic sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tunc, 

' Till noon we quietly sail'd on, 

Yet never a breeze did breathe ; 

Slowly nod smoothly went tlje sliip, 
Moved onward from bcneatli. 

’ Under the keel nine fathom deep, 
From the land of mist and snow, 

The Spirit slid ; and It was he 
Tliat made the ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off tlicir tune, 

And the sliip stood still also. 

' The Sun, right up above the mast, 

Had fix’d her to the ocean ; 

But in a minute she gan stir, 

With a sliort uneasy motion— 
Backwards and forwards half her length, 
With a short uneasy motion. 

' Then like a pairing horse let go, 

She made a sudden bound : 

It flung the blood into my head, 

And I fell down in & swound. 



' How long in that same fit I lay, 

I have not to declare ; 

But ere my living life return’d, 

I heard, and in my soul discern’d 
Two voices in the air. 

\ 

* " Is it he ? ” quoth one, is this the man 
By Him who died on cross, 

With his cruel bow he laid full low 
The harmless Albatross. 

* “ The Spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 

He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him with his bow.” 

' The other \ras a softer voice, 

As soft as honey-dew t 

Quoth he, ” The roan bath penance done, 

And penance more will do.” 

Paht?I 
First Fmce 

' ” But tell me, tell me ! speak again, 

Thy soft response renewing— 

What makes that ship drive on so fast ? 
What is the Ocean doing ? ” 

Second Vwe 

' ” Still as a slave before his lord, 

The Ocean hath no blast ; 

His great bright eye most silently 
Up to the Moon is cast — 

Itenanee] pmusliraeDt to do awaj tin. 



* " rfhc may know whfcli way to go } 

For flic guides him smooth or grim. 

See, brother, see ! how gnidously 
She lookcth down on him/' 

Fir/t loicc 

But why drives on that ship so fast, 
^Vitliout or wave or wind i " 

Sfconil foici 

* “ Tlic nir is cut away before, 

And closes from behind. 

Fly, brother, fly ! more high, more liigh I 
Or w c shall be belated : 

For slo^v and slow that ship avill go, 

Wien tlie Mariner's trance is abated." 

‘ I woke, and we were sailing on 
As in a gentle wcatlier : 

Twas night, calm night, llic Moon was high ; 
TIjc dead men stood togellicr. 

' All stood together on the deck, 

For n charnel-dungeon filter : 

All fix’d on me tlidr stony eyes, 

That in the Moon did glitter. 

‘ Tlic pang, tlie curse with wliich tljcy died, 
Had never pass’d away : 

I could not draw' roy eyes from theirs, 

Nor turn them up to pray. 

‘ And now this spell was snapt once more •. 

I view’d the ocean green, 

And look'd far fortli, yet little sa^y 
Of what had ebe been seen— 
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‘ Like one diat on a tenesome road 
Doth walk in fear and drcadi 
And having once turn’d round? walks on? 
And turns no mote his head ? 

Because he knows a fcghtful fiend 
Doth close b^nd him tread. 

‘ But soon there breathed a wind on me, 
Nor sound nor motioii made : 

Its path was not upon the sea, 

In ripple or in shade. 

' It raised my hair, it fann’d my cheek 
Like a meadow-gale of spring— 

It mingled strangely with my fears, 

Yet it felt like a welcoming. 

' Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 

Yet she sail’d softly too : 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze— 

On me alone it blew. 

‘Ob! dream of j<^ I is this indeed 
The light-house top I see ? 

Is this the hill ? is this the kirk ? 

Is this mine own countree ? 

' We drifted o’er the harbour-bar, 

And I with sobs did pray— 

0 let me be awake, my God 1 
Or let me sleep alway. 

’The harhoujvbay was clear as glass, 

So smoothly it was strewn 1 
And on the bay the moonlight Lay, 

And the shadow of the Moon. 
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‘ The Pilot aad the Pilat’s boj, 

I heard them coming fast : 

Dear Lord m Heaven ! itwasajoy 
The dead men coold not blast. 

* I sa’S' a third— I heard his voice s 
It is the Hermit good ( 

He singeth load his godly hymns 
That he tnahcs in the vood. 

Be T1 shrieve my soul, he 11 srash away 
The Albatross’s blood. 

Part \'1I 

* This Hermit good lives in that wood 
Which slopes down to the sea. 

How loudly his s'veet voice he rears 1 
He loves to talk with maiincres 
That come from a far couotree. 

' He kneels at mom, and noon, and eve— 

He hath a enshion plorop : 

It is the moss that wholly hides 
The totted old oak-stump. 

‘ The skiff-boat near’d t I heard them talk, 

" Why, this is strange, I trow ! 

'’S'iiere are those lights so many and fair, 
That agnal made bot now ? ” 

* “ Strange, by my faith,” the Hermit said— 
“ And th^ answer’d not oar cheer ! 

The planks look warp’d ! and see those mHc, 
How tHn iey are and sere ! 
i never saw aoght like to them, 

Unless perchance it were 

denroT, diri?re] deanss £ion he. 

Uwj trolf * . 



’ “ Brown skeletons of Ic/ives tlint lag 
My forest-brook nlong; 

Wlicn tlic i\'y-tod is hc «7 with snow, 

And the owlet whoops to the wolf below, 
That cats the she-wolf s young." 

' — " Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look " 
(The Pilot made reply) 

" I ani a-fcar’d."— •“ Push on, push on 1 ” 
Said the Hermit cheerily. 

* Tile boat came closer to the ship, 

But I nor spake nor stirr’d; 

The boat came close beneath Uic sinp, 

And straight a sound was heard 

* Under tlic water it rumhlcd on, 

Still louder and more dread : 

It reach’d tlie .slilp, it split the bay { 

The ship went down like lead. 

* Stunn’d by that loud and dreadful sound, 
Which sky and ocean smote, 

Like one that Iwtb been seven days drown’d 
My body lay afloat ; 

But swift as dreams, myself I found 
Within the Pilot's boat. 

‘ Upon the whir), where sank the sliip, 

The boat spun round and round ; 

And all was stall, save that the hill 
W'as telling of tlie sound. 

' I moved my lips— the Pilot shriek'd 
And fell down in a fit : 

Ihe holy Hermit raised his eyes, 

And pray’d where he did sit. 

to^buh 
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* 1 took tke om : the Pilots boy, 

Who now doth crazy go, 

Laugh’d loud and long, and all the while 
His eyes went to and 6o. 

” Ha ! ha I ” quoth he, “ full plain I see 
The Deni knows how to row." 

* And now, all in my own conntree, 

I stood on the firm land I 

The Hermit stepp’d forth from the boat, 

And scarcely he could stand. 

' " 0 shrieve me, shrievc me, holy man ! " 

The Hermit cross’d his brow, 

" Say qmck,” quoth he, " 1 bid thee say— 
What manner of man artthou ? ” 

' Forthnith this frame of mine was wrench'd 
Witli a woful agony, 

VThich forced me to my tale *, 

And then it left me free. 

‘ Since then, at an nncertain hour, 

That agony returns *. 

And till my ghastly tale is told, 

This heart within me bums. 

' I pass, like lught, from land to land ; 

I have strange power of speech ; 

That moment that Ws (ace I see, 

1 know the man that must hear me : 

To him my tale I teach. 

' — llTiat loud nproar bumts from that door 1 
Tire wedding gne^ ate ^mre ; 

But in the garden-bower the bride 
And bridesmaids singii^ are : 

And h&tk tiie BtSle vesper bell, 

WTiicli biddeth me to prayer I 
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' 0 Wcdding-Gaest I this soul hnth been 
Alone on n 'wide, mde sea : 

So lonclj* 'twas, that God Himself 
Scarce sccmfcd tlicrc to be. 

* 0 sweeter than the marriage-feast, 

'Tis sweeter far to me, 

To walk together to the kirk 
With a goodly company 1— 

‘ To walk togctlicr to the kirk, 

And all togctlrer pray, 

While cncli to his great Father bends, 

Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 
And youths and maidens gay I 

* —Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell 
To thee, thou Wedding-Guwt ! 

He praycth well who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 

' He prayeth best, ■who loveth best 
All things both great and small ; 

For the dear God who loveth us, 

He made and loveth all.' 

— Hie Mariner, rrhose eye is bright, 
Whose beard with age is hoar, 

Is gone : and now the Wedding-Guest 
Turn'd from the bridegroom’s door. 

He went like one that hath been stunn’d, 
And is of sense forlorn t 
A sadder and a wiser man, 

He rose the morrow mom. 


Coleridge. 
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49 

i HEAR a fuddea cry of pain ! 

There is a rabbit in a snare : 

Ko-et I bear the cry again, 

Bat I cannot tell from where. 

Bat I cannot tell from where 
He is calling out for aid ; 

Crying on the frighten’d air, 

Making ereiything afraid. 

Making everything .•‘.{raid, 

■Wri^hng up lus little face, 

As he cries r^ain for aid ; 

And I cannot find the place I 

And I cannot find the place 
■\Vheie his paw U in the snare 
Little one 1 Ob, little one ! 

I am seardimg everywhere 1 

James Siephns. 

50 T& %ruerie of 'Poor Susan 

At the comer of Wood Street, when daylight appears, 
Hangs a Thrush that angs loud, it has sung for three 
years ; 

Poor Susan has pass’dby flie spot, and has heard 
Li the silence of morning the song of the Bird, 

Tis a note of enebaatment ; what ails her ? She sees 
A mountain ascending, a viaon of trees ; 

Bright volumes of vapour through Lodibniy glide. 

And Oliver flows on throng the vale of Cheapade. 

Loitjaryloa prqaffaaecd as in lc(L 
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Green pastures s^e view-s in the midst of the dale, 
Do\ni -which she so often has tripp'd with her pnil ; 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove’s, 

Tile one only dwelling on earth that she loves. 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven i but they fade, 
The mist and the river, the hifl and llie shade ; 

The stream ivill not flow, and llic hill will not rise, 
And the colours have all pass’d away from her eyes ! 

ff'orJjKorih, 17J)7 
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A WIDOW bird sate mourning for her love 
Upon a wintry hough ; 

Tlic frozen idnd crept on above, 

Tlic freezing stream below. 

Tliore was no leaf upon the forest hare, 

N’o flower upon tlie ground, 

And little motion in llic air 
Except tlvc inill-wliccls sound. 

ShtH/y, 
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Wr. wander'd to the Tine Eotc.A 
^liat skirts Uit Occ.an’s foam, 

'Hie lightest wind was itj Its nest, 

The tcntprsl in its home. 

The ^vhleJ>e^ng waves were h.aU’ nsierp, 
The cloml* were pone to play, 

And on the bosom of thr deep 
Tl)f siisilc of Heaven W ; 
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Ii Seem'd as if the hour vrere one 
Sent from bejond the sides, 

Which scatter'd from above the sun 
A light of Paradise. 

n 

We paused amid the pines that stood 
The giants of the n aste, 

Tortured by storms to shapes as rude 
As serpents interlaced, 

And soothed by every azure breath 
Tliat under Heaven is blomj, 

To harmomcs and hues beneath, 

As tender as its o\7n ; 

Korv all the tree-tops lav asleep, 

Like green xraves on the sea, 

As stiB as in the silent deep 
The ocean woods may be. 

in 

How calm it was !— the sflence there 
By such a chain was bound 
That even the busy woodpecker 
Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable quietness ; 

The breath of peace we drew 
^ ith its soft motion made not less 
The calm that round us grew. 

There seem'd from the remotest seat 
Of the white mountain ivaste, 

To the soft flower beneath our feet, 

A magic ciicle traced,— 

A spirit interfused around, 

A thrillmg, silent life,— 

To Tnorccumry peace it bound 
Oar mortal nature’s strife ; 
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And still I felt the centre of 
The magic circle tiierc 
Was one fair form that fill’d \rith love 
The lifeless atmosphere. 

IV 

We paused beade the pools that lie 
Under the forest bough,— 

Each seem’d as ’twere a little 
Gulf'd in a world heloiv ; 

A firmament of purple light 
WTiich in the dark earth lay, 

More boundless than the depth of night, 

And purer tiian the day— 

In which the lovely forests grew, 

As in the upper air, 

More perfect both in shape and hue 
Than any spreading there. 

There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn, 
And through the dark green wood 
The wliite sun twinkling hke the dawn 
Out of a speckled cloud. 

Sweet \ie\vs which in onr world above 
Can never well be seen, 

Were imaged by the water’s love 
Of that fair forest green. 

And all was interfused beneath 
an Elyiaan ^ow, 

An atmosphere without a breatli, 

A softer day below. 

Like one beloved the scene had lent 
To the dark water's breast 
Its every leaf and lineament 
With more than truth express’d ; 

EljBian] Elysium ia GreekinythdoEr’'^*^^®*^^^*®^ tleblessoS 
filter dcRtU. ’ lincamflat] outline. 

E 
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Until an enrlons vind crept by, 

Ijbe an nnvrdcome thought, 

Y?hich from the mind s too faitHui eye 
Blots one dear image out. 

Though thou art ever fair and land, 

The forests ever green, 

Less oft is peace in SheBey’s mind, 

Than caha in waters, seen. 

Shelk^- 


53 E^an; or, <vf Vism 

in a Dream 

Is Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stalely pleasure^ome decree i 
MTieic Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Throi^h caverns measureless to man 
Dovva to a sunless sea. 

So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were ghdled round *. 

And there were gardens bright with Einuocis rills 
VfTierc blossom'd many an incense-bearing tree ; 

And here were forests andent as the hills, 

Enfolchng smmy spots of greenery. 

But 0 ! that deep lomanlac chasm which slanted 

Dovro the green hill athwart a cedara cover 1 

A savage placet as holy and enchanted 

As e'er beocaUi a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her dcmon-lor er 1 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seetliing, 

As if tills earth, in fast thick pants were breatluj^, 

A mighty fonclaju aom^tly w as forced : 

oococil'rlt'&j. 
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Amid whose sirift half-iotenaitted burst 
Huge fi'agments vaulted like reboundiug hail, 
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail i 
And 'mid these dancmg rocks at once and ever 
It flung up inomenUy the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with & mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reach'd the caverns measureless to man, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean : 

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying ^Yar ! 

The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves ; 

IVhere was heard the miogled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 

It was ft miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice 1 

A damsel with a dulcimer 
In ft vision once I saw : 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her dulcimer she play’d, 

Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive wthin me 
Her aphony and song, 

To such a deep delight 'twould win me, 

Tlmt with music loud and long, 

I would build that dome in «ur, 

That sunny dome 1 those caves of ice 1 
And all who heard should sec them there, 

And all should cry, Beware ! Beware 1 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair ! 

fotennittedl fatcnvptcd. jneaumre] rhythm os of mesta. 

dnlHmet] ft j»rcQB*ioa inetmuimt, whether of ettetebed striags or 
c{ bin aymplooxl sccompimmeDl, 



"Weave a dtcle rouod lim tbrice, 

And close yonr ctcs v>ritli holy dread, 

For he on honej-dcw >»a& fed, 

And drank the nuik of Parade. 

Cckrid^e, W9<- 


Svrro thy fafet stsiegs, Mosldarvj 
With tliT long lean hand ; 

DoTOTfsrd the siarrv tapers bnro, 

Sinks soft the Tcaxdng sand ; 

'Tie old hound ehimpers couch’d in sleep* 

The cidheis smonlderlorr ; 

Across the vraD the shadows 
Come, and go. 

Sweep softly ftiy strings, Musldac, 

Toe imontes noont to houn ; 

Frost on the windless casement weaves 
A labjrmth of flowers ; 

Ghosts linger in the daikeniag air, 

Hearken at the open door ; 

Mnac hath call'd them, dreammg, 
Honitoiy»nj(5Te. 

Walkr de la Merj. 


S5 fit ‘Ballad af frae ‘tkmas 

Tsce Tbomas lay oa Hondie hank ; 

A fahe he t^ed tw’ his ce : 

And there he saw a lady hri^t 
Come riding down by the Fildon Tree. 

EBoaTtetlraJK -rLi^Tloaii lie E2jriij« 
asUrered >5f pwjSsjctt. 



Her skirt was o’ the gmss-grcen silk, 
Her mantle o* tiie velvet fine 
At illta tett of her horse’s mane 
Hung fifty sillgp 


True Thomas he pu’d ad his cap 

And louted low down to lus knee ; 

' All hail, thou mighty Queen of heaven I 
For % peer on earth I never did see.’ 

0 no, 0 no, Hiomas (she said), 

^That name does not belang to me } 

I ’m but the Queen o’ fair Elfland, 

That am hither come to visit thee. 

‘ Harp and carp, Thomas (she said) ; 

Harp and carp along wi’ me j 
And if ye dare to hiss my lips, 

Sure of your bodie I will be. — 


Betide me weal, betide me woe, 

That weird sbaB never dauaten me.’ 


All underneath the Eildon Tree. 


’ Now ye maun go wi’ me (she said), 

True Thomas, ye maun go wi' me } 

And ye maun serve me seven years, 

Thro’ weal or woe as may chance to be.' 

She mounted on her milk-white steed, 

She 's ta'en true Thomas up beliind ; 

And aye, whene'er her bridle ran'', 

The steed flew swifte than the wind. 

Ika tett) erery tasseL lairp md catp] pUy end recits. 
fdtdjfate. iyce]{len. 
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0 they rade on, and farther on, 

Tlic steed gaed swifter than the wind ! 
Until they reach'd a desert wide, 

And living land was left behind. 


Light down, light down now, true Thomas, 
And lean your head upon my knee : 
Abide and rest a litfle space, 

And I will show yon ferh’es three. 


0 see ye not yon narrow road, 

So thick beset wi' thorns and briers f 

That fa the Path of Righteousness, 

Tho after it but few enquires. 


'WsMyenolthatbraidbr.tidroad, 

That lies across yon By Icven f 

That is the Path of Wickedness, 

Tho' someeall it the Road to Heaven. 


‘And see ye not that bonny toad 
That snnds about the fernie brae i 
that is the Road to fair EBand, 

this night maun gae. 

‘IH nomas. yosBl hand jonr tongue, 

Whaleveryemayhearorsee: 

For .f ye speak word in Elllyn-Iaud. 
feline or get backtoyouraineonnWe.' 

O%radeon,ana&rtherou, 

AndtfvT “•>“= ‘i’' tn=« ^ 

And they saw neither sun nor mune, 
ut they heard the roaring of the sea. 



n 


It m mirk mirk night, there was nae steralight, 
They waded thro’ red blude to tlie knee J 
For a’ the hlode that ’s shed on earth 
Elos thro’ the springs o’ that countrie. 


SjTie they came to a garden green, 

And shepu’d an apple fine a tree : 

‘ Take this for thy wages, true Thomas ; 

It will give the tongue that can never Ice.’— 


‘ My tongue is mine am (tmc Thomas said) : 

A gudely gift ye wad gie to me 1 
I neither dought to bay nor sell 
At fair or tryst where I may be. 

' I dought neither speak to prince or peer, 
Nor ask of grace from fair ladye t — 

‘ Now hold thy peace, 'Ihotnas (she said), 
For os 1 say, so must it be.’ 


He has gotten a coat of the even cloth 
And a pair o’ shoon o’ the velvet green : 
And till seven years were gone and past. 
True Thomas on earth was never seen. 


$6* Tk Wife of Uskr's Well 

Thebe lived a wife at Usher’s well, 
And a wealfliy wife was she ; 

She had three stout and stalwart sons, 
And sent them o’er the sea. 


miik]dtiri. joosbt]nsld. 6Ten]!injootti. 
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They hadna been a week from ber, 

A. week btit baidy ane, 

"Wben word came to tbe catline 
That ha tbree sons were gane. 

They b adna been a week from bCT» 

A week but barely three, 
lYhen word came fr) tiie catline >vife 
That her sons she ’d never see. 

‘ I vvish tl^e wind may never cease, 
jjJoT fashes in the flood, 

Tdl my three sons come hame to me 
Id earthly flesh and blood 1 ’ 

It fell about tbe Martjnmas, 

When mgbts axe lang and mirk, 

The carlioe wife’s fimee sons came hame, 

And theii hats wete o’ tbe blik. 

It neither grew in ^kc nor ditch, 

Kor yet in ony shengh ; 

But at the gates o’ Paradise 
That birk grew fair coeugh. 

‘ Blow up the fire, my maidens ! 

Bring water from the well 
Bor a’ n^ house shah feast this night, 

Since my three sons are well.’ 

And she has made to them a bed, 

She 's made it large and wide ; 

And she *^5 ta’en her mantle her about, 

Sat down at the bedside. 

<airlisc'] s’lizi olfi roaaa. fasbea] troables. Slartimaas]*. 

bit'k'Jiijci, syk^iditcL iheugb] trenci. 
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0 tluDk na ye my heart was sair, 

^Vhen my Lore dropt and spak nae mair ? 
There did she swoon wi' meikle care, 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 

As I went down the waterside 
Kone but my foe to be my guide, 

None but my foe to be my guide, 

On fair Kirconnell lea ; 

1 lighted down, my sword did draw, 

I hacked him in pieces sma’, 

I hacked him in pieces sma’, 

For her sake that died for me. 

0 Helen fair beyond compare I 
I T 1 make a garland of thy hair, 

Shall bind my heart for evermair 
Until the day I dee. 

0 that I were where Helen lies ! 

Night and day on me she cries 5 
Out of my bed she bids me rise. 

Says, ' Haste and come to me.’ 

0 Helen fair! 0 Helen chaste I 
If I were with thee I were blest, 

Where thou lies low, and takes thy rest 

On fair KirconncD lea. 

1 wish my grave were growing green, 

A winding sheet drawn o^sre my een, 

And I in Helen s arms lying 

On fmr Kirconnell lea. 

I wish I were where Helen lies ! 

Night and d^ on me she cries : 

And I am weary of the sides 
For her sake that died for me. 
BeiUeJiniicls, aliooicUe, nrneVls. 



Tk Sands of Dee 

I 

■ 0 IUrv, go and call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home 

Across the Sands of Dee.’ 

The western wind was mid and dank srith foam, 
And all alone went she. 

II 

The western tide crept up alon^ the sand, 

And o’er and o'er the sand, 

And round and round the sand, 

As far as epe could see. 

The rolling mist came down aod hid tlie land i 
Aad never home came she. 

ni 

* Oh ! is it weed, or fish, or floating hair- 
A tress of golden hair, 

A drowntd maiden’s hair 
Above tlie nets at sea ? ’ 

Was never salmon yet that shone so fair 
Among the stakes on Dee. 

rr 

They row d her in across the rolling foam, 

The cruel crawling foam, 

Tlie cruel hungry foam, 

To her grave beside the sea ; 

But still the boatmen hear her call the cattle home 
Across the Sands of Dee. 

Kingsley. 



59 tAiild %sbm §ray 

When' the sheep are in the laiild, and the at hame, 
And a’ the ivarld to rest are gane, 

Ihe waes o’ my heart fa' in showers frae my ee, 

NVhile my godeman lies sonnd by me. 

Y otmg Jamie lo’ed me wcel, and sought me for his bride ; 
But sa\'ing a croun he had naeUung else beside : 

To make the croun a pund, young J amie gaed to sea ; 
And the croun. and the pund were baith for me. 

He badna been awa' a weds: but oniy twa, 

Wben my father brak bis ann, and the cow was stown 
awa 5 

My mother she fell svek, and my Jamie at the sea— 

And auld Robin Gray came a-courtin’ me. 

My father couldna workt and my mother couldna spin ; 

I toil’d day and night, bnt tiieir bread I couldna win ; 
Add Rob maintdn’d them haith, and wi' teas in his ee 
Sdd, ‘ Jennie, for their sakes, 0, marry me I ’ 

My heart it sdd nay : I look’d for Jamie back ; 

But the Triad it blew high, and the ship it was a wrack ; 
His ship it was a wrack— why didna Janue dee ? 

Qr why do I liTe to cry, Wae ’s me 1 

hly father ur^t sair : my mother didna speak ; 

But she look'd in my face till my heart was like to break • 
Theygie’dhim my hand, but my heart was at the seal 
Sae add Robin Gray he was godeman to me. 

Unia]fo!i kxe}caUle. faTfaU. 

EstdlireBi. aircekbat . . .] a fortnlglit. rttrsm] rtolen. 

^Vjpitsstd. gnfienaaliai'oani. 
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I hfidna been a wife a week but only four, 

When mournfu* as I sat on the stane at the door, 

1 saw ray Jamie’s wraith, for I couldna tiiink it ho 
iiil he said, ‘ I ’m come hame to many thee.' 

“0 sair, sair did we greet, and muekle did wc say * 

e took but ae kiss, and I bad him gang away : 

I wish that I were dead, but I 'm no like to dee ; 
And why was I born to say, Wae s me I 

I gang like a ghaist, and I carena to spin ; 

I dauma tliink on Jamie, for that wad be a sin ; 

But I 11 do my best a gude wfe aye to be, 

For auld Kobin Gny he is kind unto me. 

Lady Lwdsay, 

6o 

0, MY love ’s like a red, r&3 rose, 

That 's newly sprang in June : 

0, my love 's like tl»e melody 
That ’s sweetly play’d in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in love am I : 

And I will love Uiee still, my dear, 

Till a’ the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 

And tiic rocks melt wi’ the sun ! 

And I will love thee sUll, my dear, 

\Ylule the sands o’ life shall run. 

And fare thee well, my only love, 

And fare thee well a-while 1 
And I will come again, my love, 

Tho' it were ter. thousand mile ! 

Utaw* 

»ir]»orelj. gneljcry. 

daunu] dug oot. 


wiilli] gtoal. 
ttucklc] much 



6i 


78 

John zindtrson 


John Asdsrsos, wt jo, John, 

^Ticn we were first acquent, 

Your locks were like the raven, 

Your bonnie brow was brent ; 

But now your brow is held, Jolm, 

Your locks lire like the snow ; 

But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson, my jo I 

John Anderson, my jo, Jo!in, 

W c clamb the hill tcptlicr ; 

And mony a canty day, John, 

We 'vc had \vi' anc anithcr : 

Isow we maun totter down, John, 

Bat hand In hand we ’ll go ; 

And sleep tegither at the foot, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

BvmSt 


62 Tk Land c’ ik Lea! 

I ’m wearin’ awa', John, 

Like snaw-wreatlis in thaw, John, 

I ’m wearin’ awa’ 

To the land 0 ’ the leal. 

There ’s nae sorrow there, John, 

There ’s neither cauld nor care, John, 
Tne day is aye fair 
In the land o’ the leal. 

Our bonnie bairn ’s there, John, 

She was baith gude and fair, John ; 

And 0 1 we grudged her sair 
To the land 0 * the leal, 
blent] saocth, ontmnUed. beH] bald. 

cantj]ebeerfnL 
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Ko^ a’ is done that men can do, 

And a* is done in vain ; 

My love and native land, farewell 1 
^Q? 1 maun cross the main, 

My deal— 

For I maun cross tiie rnmn- 

He turn’d Imn right and round about 
Upon the IriA shore ; 

And gae bis bridle-reins a shake, 

With Adieu for evermore, 

My dear— 

Ti’itii Adieu for evermore 1 

The sodger frae the wars leturns, 

The s^oT ftae the main *, 

But I bae parted Irae my love, 

Never to meet again, 

My dear— 

Never to meet again. 

When day is gane, and night is come, 

And a' folk bound to sleep, 

I dunk on him that 's far swa’, 

The lee-lang night, and weep. 

My dear— 

The lee-feng night, and weep. 

OWSoag* 

64 fhere’ll never he fence 

By yon castle wa’, at the dose of the day, 
Iheardamansmgidjo’ his head it was grey; 
And as he was ringbg, the tears fast down came, 
Theie never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 
si:uD]theliig1>(e9L Ito-kuslM^eJong. 
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The Church is in ruins, the State is in jars, 

Delusions, oppiesaons, and murderous u-ars : 

We darena weel say % tho’ we ken wha ’s to blame— 
There ’ll never be peace till Jamie comes home. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 

And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd. 
It brak the sweet heart of my feithful auld dame— 
Thae 'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden fliat bows me do^vn, 

Sin' I tint my baims, and be tint his crown j 
But till my last moments my words are the same— 
There 'il never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Bmt^ 


^5 Cock uf your ‘Beaver 

Wren first my brave Johnnie lad 
Came to tlife town, 

He had a bine bonnet 
That wanted the crown ; 

But now he has gotten 
A hat and a feather,— 

Hey, brave Johnnie lad, 

Cock up yonr beaver I 

Cock up your beaver, 

And cock it fu’ sprnsh, 

We ’ll over tiie border 
And gie them a brush ; 

There 's somebody there 
We ’ll teach better behaviour— 
He)', brave Johnme lad, 

Cock up yonr beaver I 


brawjbntidgome. 

\jW(ir]tav. 




Bmi, 
tint] lost. 
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S2 

Wie Willie §ry 

VvEs 'Willie Giavj and las kathet vailet 
Peel a Trillow-^vand to be Km boob and jacket : 

The rose ’opon the brier trill be him troose and doublet, 
The lose •npon the brier trill be him ritmse and doublet. 

■Wee Wilke Gray, and his leather trallet ; 

T'trice ably floirer 1011 be Inm saric and cravat : 
Feathers of a fiea wad feather up his bonnet, 

Feathers of a flea wad feather up his bonnet. 

Bltw. 


67 ^0 a Mouse 


Wee, sleckit, ww'rin’, tim’tous bcasbe, 

0 vfhat ft pamc s in thy breastie I 
Thou need na start swa’ sac hasty, 

Wi' bickering hratlle ! 

1 wad be lath to rio an chase thee ' 

Wi’ murf’riag pattle ! 

I 'm truly sorry man’s dondaloa 
Has broken KatuieV social union, 

An’ jnsrifles that 31 opinion 

Whiih inak's thee stwtii 
At me, thy po./r earth-bora comnai 
A*.:' fehow-mortal ! 


I doubt 02 , |rhSes, but tiiou may thieve : 
llbat then Ijpoor bcastie, thou maun live ! 
A daimen-j % »r in a torave 
e a sroa* request : 
get.a'tJlesrirf ni’ the lave, 


And never miss ’tl 


ATVlsUrt. 


iKtijrag rcsii. 
i'Kintii-teter'} oSS car cf eon), 
U7e]rtai»ii!6c' 



Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin I 
Its silly was tlie win’s are strewin’ 1 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O’ foggage green ! 

An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin’, 

Baith snell an' keen ! 

Thou saw the fields laid bate and waste. 

An* weary winter coinin’ fast, 

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thonght to dwell, 

Till crash 1 the cruel coulter pass’d 
Out thro' thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble 
Has cost tliee mony a weaty nibble ! 

Now thou *8 turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble, 

But house or bald. 

To thole the winter’s sleety dribble, 

An’ cranreueb cauld i 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy kne 
In proving foresight may he vain j 
The best laid schemes o’ mice an’ men 
Gang all a-gley, 

An' lea'e us nought but grief on’ pain 
For promis’d joy. 

Still Ibou art blest, compar’d wi’ me I 
The present only touebeth thee : 

But) och I I backward cast my ee 
On prospects drear 1 
An’ forward tho’ I conna sec, 

I goes ao’ fear ! 

BitfTM, 1?S5. 

foggage} Bftwttatli. neir] Uting* but] wittcnt, 

haid] hold, Bbcltet. Ibole] bear. eanreuch] hoar-frost 

thy iiDe] alone. B-sley)»wiy. 
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Por n' that, and a* that, 

Our ’toils oIkcutc, and a’ tliat ; 

The rank 38 but the gaioea stamp, 

The man *s the gowd for a’ that 1 
What tho’ on Lamely fare vi& dine, 

H'ea? hoddin grey, and a' tliat ; 

Gie foola thehr silks, and knaves their OTue, 

A zn&n 's a man for n.' that : 

Por a’ that, and a’ that, 

Their tinsel show, and a' that, 

The honest man, though e'er sae poor. 

Is king o’ men for a' that I 

You see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

^Vha struts, and stares, and a’ that ; 

Though hundreds worship at his word, 

He 's but a coof for a’ that i 
For a’ that, and a’ tliat, 

His riband, star, and a’ that, 

The man of independent mind, 

He looks and laughs at a' that 1 

A king can mak’ a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that ; 

But an honest man ’s aboon his might, 

Giiid faith, he manna fa' that \ 

Por &' that, and & that, 

Their dignities, and a’ that, 

TJie pitii o' sense and pride o' worth 
Are higher ranks than a’ that ! 

Then let us pray that come it may— 

As come it will for a’ that— 

Tliat sense and worth, o’er a* the earth. 

May bear the ^ree, and a’ that ; 

powd] sold. lioddm jwyl eo«s« andyed woollen cloSb, 

birkie] fellow. coof] fool. aboon] tbere. 

fa' that], lake that in h&nd. bear the pee] lake tl-.e pri:e. 
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For a’ that, aod a' that, 

It ’b cornin' yet, for a* that, 

That man to man, the world, o’er, 

Shall brothers he for a' that i 

Bam*. 


11 Md Lang Spt 

S«om-o auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brought to min' i 
Should aiild acquMotancc be forgot, 

And days o' lang syne ? 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For nuld lang syne, 

We 'll tak’ a c«5 o' kindness yet 
For auld Uog syne. 

We twa hae rin about tbe braes, 

And pu'd the gowans fine j 
But we Ve wander'd mony a Treary foot 
Sin' auld lang spe. 

For auld, etc. 

WetwabaepjudVtf the burn, 

Frae monun sun till dine ; 

But seas between us braid bae roar'd 
Sin’ auld lang sync. 

And here s a hand, ray trusty fietc. 

And gie 's a baud o’ thine 
And we H tak’ a tight guld'Willie waugbt 
For auld lang syne. 

For auld, etc. 

guysM] <i»iuc». , (?rt, rntt, 

Said.wiHie waugUi (nnSf ixattglit. 
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And surely ye T1 be your pint-stoup, 

And surely I ’ll be mine ; 

And ire *11 tak’ a cop o’ kindness yet 
For auld lang sync. 

For auld, etc. 

Bmis. 


p Tie Sang of the Western SAen 
( 1688 ) 

A GOOD svord and a tnis^ band I 
A merry heart and true 1 

King James's men shall understand 
\Vhat Cornish lads can do. 

And have they fil’d the where and wlicn f 
And shall Trekwny die ? 

Here 's hrenty tliousaod Cornish men 
Will know the reason why 1 

Out spake the captain, brave and bold,— 

A merry aright was he ; 

‘ If London Tower were Michael’s hold, 

We ’ll set Trclawny free ! 

' We 'll cross the Tamar, land to land, 

Tlie Severn is no stay, 

With one and all, and hand in hand, 

And who shall bid us nay ? 

‘ And when we come to l/jcdon Wall, 

A pleasant aght to view 

Come forth 1 come forth, ye cowards all, 
Here 's men as good as yon ! 
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* Trekwny he 's in keq) in hold, 

Trela^my he may die ; 

But here 's twenty thousand Cornish bold 
Will know the reason why I * 

Hawker.* 

73 * fbe Old INjvy 

The captain stood ODthecarronadeJ ' First lieutenant,’ 
says he, 

* Send ell my toerry men aft here, for they must list 
tome; 

i barcn't the gift of the gab, my sons— because I m 
bred to the sea ; 

That ship there is a Frenchman, who means to fight 
with we. 

And odds bobs, hammer and tongs, long as I 'vc 
been to sea, 

I ’ve fought ’gainst every odds— but I ’ve gain’d 
the victory! 

' lhat ship there is a FreDchznfiD, and if we don’t 
take she, 

Tjs a thousand bullets to one, that she will capture we ; 
I haven’t the gift of the gab, my boys ; so each man 
to his gun ; 

If she 's not mine in half an hour, I ’ll flog each mother’s 
son. 

For odds bobs, hammer and tongs, long as I Ve 
been to sea, 

I Ve fought ’gainst every t^ds— and I 've gain’d 
the \ictoiy ! ’ 

We fought for twenty minates, when the Frenchman 
had enough ; 

* I little thought,’ said he, ' tiiat your men were of such 
stuff’} 
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Our captain took tic Frenohmim's sword, a low low 
made to he ; 

‘ I haven’t the gift of the gab, monsieur, but polite I 
msh to be. 

And odds bobs, hammer and tongs, long as I ’ve 
been to sea, 

I ve fought ‘gainst eveiy odds— and I 've gain’d 
the victory I ’ 

Our captain sent for all of os : ‘ My merry men,' 
said he, 

' I haven’t the gift of the gab, my lads, but yet I 
thankful be : 

You ‘ve done your duty handsomely, each man stood 
to his gun ; 

If you hadn’t, you Tjlhdns, as sure as day, I 'd liave 
fiogg’d each mother’s son. 

For odds bobs, bonuner and tongs, as long ns 
I ’m at sea, 

I ’ll fight 'gainst every odds— and I ’ll gain the 
Aictoiy ! ’ 



74 English Irregular: ’ 99-02 

Ohant Paovn 

Me that 'ave been vhift I 've been, 
Me that ’ave gone where I ’ve gone, 
Me that ’ave seen what I 've seen— 
'Ow can I ever take on 
With an-ful old England again, 

An' ’ouses both sides of tlie street, 
And 'edges two sides of the lane, 

And tJie parson an' ‘ gentry ’ between. 
An’ touchin' my 'at when we meet— 
Me that 'ave been what I *ve been ? 



^^c that 'avc watch’d ’flrf n world 
'Eave op nil shiny wth dew, 

Kopje on kop to the sun, 

Ad' as soon as the mist let ’em througli 
Our ’cVios 'winhin* like fun— 

Tlircc sides of n ninety-mile squnre, 

Over valleys as big fts ft sliirc— 

Areyeikere? Arft/e there? Art ye there? 

An then the blind drum of oiir fire . . . 

An' I 'm rollin’ 'is lavvns for the Squire, 

Me! 

Me that Vve rode through tliC dark 
Fort}' mile often on end, 

Along tlic hfa'ollisbcrg Itangc, 

With only the stars for my mark . 

An’ only the night for my friend, j 
An' tilings runnin’ off as you pas^ 

An' things jumpin’ up in tlie grass. 

An’ the silence, the shine an’ tlie sire 
Of the ’igh, inexpressible skies. ... 

1 am talcin’ some letters almost ’ 

As much fls a mile to the post. 

An’ ' mind you come back with the change I ’ 

Me! 

Me that saw Barberton took 

Mhen we dropp’d through the clouds on their ’ead, 

An' they ’ove the guns over and' fled— 

Me that was through Di’mond ’111, 

An’ Pieters an’ Sprii^ an’ Belfast— 

From Dundee to Vcrcen^’ng all ! 

Me that stuck out to ftie last - 
(An’ five bloomb’ bars on my chest)— 

I am doin’ my Sunday'sdiool best, 

By the ’elp of the Squire an' ’is wife 
(Net to mention the ’onsemaid nn’ cook), 
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To come in an’ ’ands an’ be still, 

An’ honestly vrork for my bread, 

My livin' in that state of life 
To ^vhich it shall please God to call 
Me! 

Me that ‘ave follow’d my trade 
In the place where the Li^tnin’s are made, 
Twixt the Rains and the Sun and the Moon ; 
Me that lay down an' got op 
Three years an’ the sky for my roof— 

That 'ave ridden my 'unger an' thirst 
Six thousand raw mile on the hoof, 

With the Vaal and die Orange for cup, 

An’ the Brandwater Basin for dish,— 

Oh I it 's 'ard to be’ave as they wish 
(Too 'ard, an' a little too soon), 

I ’ll ’ave to think over it first— 

Mef 


I will arise an' get ’ence 
1 will trek South and make sure 
If it ’s only my fancy or not 
That the sunshine of England is pale, 

And the breezes of England arc stale, 

An’ there 's somethin’ gone small with the lot ; 
Fop I know of a sun an’ a wind, 

An’ some plains and a mountain bc’ind, 

An’ some graves by a barb-wire fence ; 

An’ a Du^man I 'vc fought 'oo might give 
Me a job were I ever inclined, 

To look in on’ oSsaddle and live 
Where there ’s neither a road nor a tree— 

But only my Maker an’ me, 

And I think it will kill me or cure, 

So I think I will go there and sec. 

Rudifnrd Kiphg- 
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75’" ti 9dJhber to Ms Client 

^ Dfctor, I have read joar play 
™th is a good one in its wyr- 
?iitgK the eyes and moves the bmrels, 
.^d dicnehea haadherchlels like towels 

With teats, that, inaSes of grief, 

Afford hjTterical relief 

To Aatterid nerves and qaieken’d pulses, 
WToeh your catastrophe convulses. 

lacyourmomlandmachinerv- 

Your plot too has such scope for seenerv: 
Y our ialogae is apt and smart; ^ 
theplaysconcoetionfnllofarf 
Where raves, your heroine ciies, 
and everybody dies, 
toshort, your tagedy would be 
ne very thing to hear and see; 
Wforapicceofpnbh-cation, 
a I decline on this occasion, 

It is not that I am not sensible 
0 merits in themselves ostensible 
S”t-and I grieve to spent it-plays 

^0 dnip-mere drugs. 

Ih>daheavylossby'ManucV_ ' ’ 

^dSoffieby, With his 'Orestes,’ 

Stilly the by. the anther's best is! 

Ha3imnsoverylmrg„„l„, 

W I despair of all demand. 

SUl T ^ shopman’s bob !— 

?,^™'>=“asnehlnmber, 
“'^■*‘“PS''“-“y«vesenouniber. 



Tlicrc *s Byron too, ulio mice did better, 
}h<: icnl UK, fakhd ia s ktkr, 

A sort of—ft s no more fldmmn 
'fban Damlry, Ivan, or Kclmmn t 
So filter'd since last year liii pen is, 

I think he s lost I>i$ «ils nt Venice. 

In siiorl, sir, wli.it with one niid rolher, 

I dire not venture on imotlicr. 

I MTitc in kistc j excuse each blunder ; 
life coaches thro’ llic street so thunder I 
My room 's so full— we Ve GifTord iiere 
Kc.idir!" MS., witii Ilooklijun Frerc, 
rrofioundn^f on Llie nouns nnd particles 
Of some of our forllicoming Articles. 

lltc Qiinrlcrly— All, sir, if you 
Ifnd but the genius to rcsiciv J— 

A smart critique upon St. Helena, 

Or if you only would bat Icll in a 
Short compass what— but, to resume . . , 

As 1 ira saying, sir, the room— 

Tiic room s so full of wits nnd bards, 

Cralibcs, Compbclb, Crokcis, Frcrcs, and Wcrfla, 
And otlicrs, ncltlicr bonis nor wits 
My humble tcnctncnt admits 
Ali ]>crsons in the dress of gent., 

From Mr, Haraniond to Dog Dent. 

A p.irly dines willi me to^Iny, 

All clever wen, who make their woy J 
Crabbe, Malcolm, HanuUon, oud Clmntrey 
Are oil pnrtakew of my pantry. 

Tlicy 're at tins moincnt in 
On poor Do StaCl's late AlKioIa lion. 

Her book, they say, was to advance— 

Pray Heaven she tell the totli of France I 
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Thus run our lime and tongues away 
But, to return, sir, to your play : 

Sorry, sir, but I cannot deal, 

Unless 'twere acted by O’Ndll. 

My hands so full, my head so busy, 

I ’m almost dead, and always diziy ; 

And so with endless truth and hurry, 

Dear Doctor I am youra 

John Murray. 

Byron, 1S17. 


76* i/ Literary ‘Poet to his Patron 

. , . Come then, myfriend, my geuiusl Come along; 
0 master of the poet, and the song ! 

And while the muse now stoops, or now a.«ccnds, 

To man's low passions, or their glorions ends, 

Teach me, like thee, in various nature wise, 

To fall with dignity, with temper rise ; 

Form’d by thy converse, happily to steer 
From grave to gay, from lively to severe ; 

Correct with spirit, eloquent with ease. 

Intent to reason, or poHte-to please. 

Oh I while along the stream of time thr name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame ; 

Say, shall my little bark attendant sail, 

Pursue the triumph and partake the gale ? 

When statesmen, heroes, kings, in dust repose, 
WTiose sons shall blush their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this veise to future age pretend 
Thou wert my guide, philosopher, and friend ? 

That urged by thee, I turn’d the tuneful art 
From sounds to things, from fancy to the heart ; 

For wit’s false nurror held up Nature’s light ; 

Sbow'd erring pride, WKATEVEn is, is rigjit ; 
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Th!\t ukasok, TASsiON'i ans%-cr one great aim ; 
That true sar-LOVE siid socwl arc the sflrae ; 
Tliiit viiiTUE only makes our bliss below ; 

And nil our knowledge is, oujiselves to know. 

Pope. 


77 If 

Ir you can keep your head wlicn all about you 
Are losing theirs and blaming it on jou ; 

If you can trust yourself when nil men doubt you, 
. Ikit make allowance for their doubting too ; 

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 

Or being lied about don't deni in lies, 

Or being iiatcd don’t give way to hab'ng, 

And yet don't look too good, nor too irisc : 


If you can dream— and not make dreams your master 
if you can think— and not make thoughts your aim 
If you can meet ^vith Triumph and Disaster 
And treat those two impostors just the same ; 

If you can bear to hear the truth you 've spoken 
Tmslcd by knaves to make a trnj) for fools, 

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 
And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools : 


If you can make one heap of all pur winnings 
And risk it on one turn of pitd»-and-toss, 

And lose, and start again at your beginnings 
And never breathe a word about your loss ; 

If you can force your heart and nerve end sinew 
To serve your turn long after they arc gone, 

And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
lixeept the Will wliidi says to tliem : ‘ Hold on 1 



If you can ta^ ■wtth crowds and ^ep jonr TOtne, 

Or wak vdtb. Kit^— nor lose the common tonch \ 
If neither foes nor loting Mends can hurt 70U ; 

If all men count with yon, but none too much •, 

If you can fill the nnfoigiraig minute 
■With sixty seconds’ worth of distance ran, 

Yonis is the Earth and everytlung that ’5 to it, 

And (which is more) you TJ be a hlao, my son I 

Rud^ard Alpfihg. 


78 Drake*s Drum 

Da.^K£ he ’s to his baromock aa’ a thousand mile away, 
(Capten, art tha sleepto’ there below ?), 

Slung atween the round shot in Nombre Dios Bay, 

An' dteamin' arl the time 0’ Plymouth Hoe. 

Yamdec lurries the Island, yatndet lie the ships, 

WT sailor lads a-dancin hed-an'-toc, 

An’ the shore-lights fiasbin' , an' the idght-tide dashin , 
He sees et arl so phunly as he saw et long ago. 

Drake he was a Devon man, an’ Tuled tlie Devon seas, 
(Capten, art tha sleepto’ there below ?}, 

Eoxin' tho’ his death fell, he went wi’ heart at ease, 

An’ dreamto' arl the time 0’ Plymouth Hoe. 

' Take my drum to England, bang et by the shore, 
Strike et when your powder 's runnto’ low •> 

K the Dons sight Devon, ITl quit the port 0’ Heaven, 
An’ drum them op the Channel as we drutom'd them 
long ago.* 

Drake he’s to his hammock till the great Armada’s 
come, 

(Capten, art tha sleepto’ tiiere below ?), 

Slung atween the round Aot, listenin’ for the dram, 
An’ drcamln’ arl the time 0’ Plymouth Hoe. 
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Call him on the deep sea, call him \ip the Sound, 

CaH him when ye sail to meet the foe ; 
interc the old trade s plyin an’ Uic old fla^ flyin' 
They slinll find him wan* an’ vrdun', ns tlicy found 
him long ago l 

ffenry NenkU. 


79 ^o-day 

(19U) 

Fon all we have nnd are, 

For all our children's fate, 

Stand up and meet the war. 

The Han is at llic gate j 
Our world has pass'd away 
In wantonness o’erthrown. 

TlteTC is nothing left tmlny 
But steel and fire and stone. 
jHiough all we knew depart 
The old Commaodments stand t 
* In courage keep your heart, 

In strength lift up your hand/ 

Once more we hear the word 
That sicken'd e.'oth of old : 

' No Jaw except the Sword 
Unsheathed and uncoctrol’d ’ ; 
Once more it knits mankind, 

Once more the nations go 
To meet and break and bind 
A crazed and driven foe. 

Comfort, content, delight— 

The ages’ slow-bought gain, 

They shrivel'd in a night, 

Only ourselves remain 
G 



To face the nahed days 
In silent fortitude, 

Through pcrib and dismays 
Kenew'd and re-icnew’d. 

Though all "vre made depart, 

The old Commandments stand i 
' In patience heep yonr heart, 

In strength lift up your hand.’ 

Iso easy hopes or lies 
Shall bring ns to our goal, 

But iron sacrifice 
Of body, rrill, and soul. 

Tlicre is but one task for all— 

For each one life to giro. 

Ir^Tjo stands if Freedom fall ? 

VSTio dies if England live ? 

Eadyard Eipfing. 

8o 'Death the Leveller 

The glories of our blood and state 
Arc shadows, not substantial things ? 

Tlsere is no armour agalist Fate ; 

Death lays his hand on kings : 

Sceptre and Crown 
Must tumble down, 

And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 
Some men with swords may reap the field, 

And plant fresh laurels where they kill; 

But their strong nerves at last must rteld ; 

They tame biit one another still : 

Early or late 
They stoop to fate, 

And must give -ap their murmuring breath 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 



Tbe garlands Trfthcr on jour bro;r J 
Then boast no more your mighty deeds [ 
Upon Death’s purple idtar now 
See wiierc the victo^victim bleeds. 

Your heacb most come 
To the cold tomb : 

Only tlie actioTC of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in their dust. 


8 1 Ozyniandias 

1 5 IET a traveller from ad antique lend 
^Vho said : Two vast and tnmldcss legs of stone 
Stand in the desert . . . Ncbt them, on tije sand, 
Half sunht a shatter'd \dsage lies, whose fro^'m, 

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamp’d on these lifeless things, 
The band that mock'd them, and tlie heart that fed \ 
And on the pedestal these words appear ; 

' My name is Ozjmtmdtas, king of kings ; 

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair ! ' 
Nothing beside remmas. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far a\raj'. 

Shelley, 


8z z^lastor 

Eabth, ocean, air, bdovhd brotherhood I 
If our great Mother bos imbned my soul 
With aught of natural juetyr to feel 
Your love, and recompense the boon with mine ; 
If dewy morn, and odorous noon, and even, 
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Wiili sunset and its gorgeous ministers, 

And solemn imdnighv's iingliiig silentness ; 

If autninn’s hollow sighs in the sere wood, 

And winter robing with pnre snow and crowns 
Of starry ice the grew grass and bare boughs ; 

If spring’s Tolcptaoas pantings when she breathes 
Her first sweet lasses, have been dear to me ; 

If no bright bird, insect, or gentle beast 
I consciously have injured, but still loved ' 

And cherish’d these my kindred : -^Te 

This hoast, beloved brethren, and with/ 

>'o portion of your wonted favour now ' 


Mother of this unfathomable world I 
Favour my solemn song, for I bare )o’ 

Tbee ever, and thee onlr ; I have wa- 
Thy shadow, and the darkness of thy | , .. 

And my heart ever gazes on the dept'** 

Oftby deep mysteries. I have made; 

In charnels and on colfios, where bla^ deah^v^ 
Keeps record of the trophies won from thee, 

Hoping to still these obstinate questionings 
Of thee and thine, by forcing some lone ghost 
Thy messenger, to render up the tale 
Of what we are. In lone and silent hours, 

^’hen night makes a word soimd of its o\m stilbe^, 


Like an inspired and desperate alchvmist 
Staking his very life on some dark hope, 

Have I mix’d awful talk and asking looks 
Ulth my most innocent love, until strange tears 
Uniting with those breathless kisses, made 
Such magic as compels the charmed night 
To render up thy charge ; . . . and,thongbnc’eryet 
Thou hast unveil'd toy inmost sanctuary, 

Enough from incommunicable dream, 

And twilight phantasms, and deep noon-day thought, 
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Has shone mthin me, that serenely now 
And moveless, as a long-fm^otten lyre 
Suspended in the solitary dome 
Of some mysterious and deserted fane, 

I wdt thy hreath, Great Parent, that my strain 
May modulate with murmurs of the air. 

And motions of the forests and the sea, 

And voice of Ih'bg beings, and woven hymns 
Of night and day, and tlie deep heart of man. . . . 

SMh^. 


83 

To one who has been long in city pent, 

Tis very sweet to look into the fair 
And open face of heaven, —to breathe a prayer 
Full in the smile of the blue fumamcDt. 

Who is more liappy, when, with heart’s content, 
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair 
Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair 
And gentle tale of love and languishment ? 
Returning home at evening, with an ear 
Catching the notes of Philomel,— an eye 
Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career, 

He mourns that day so soon has glided by : 
E’en like the passage of an angel’s tear 
That falls through the clear ether silently. 

Kcais. 


84 I'hi Ocean 

From ChtUe ffenU, iv. 17S. 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 
There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 

Tliere is society, where none intrudes, 

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar : 
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A shadow of Kan'. ”” '™™ 
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shafe him ion, fte’e .‘E 7* 
f«s earth's destnicBrn tl,’ 

Spuniinj him fiom «, 'despise, 

send'st hto *” *«- 

S‘» 5 .Ti*‘'^‘ 5 S" 

Of 

^ monarchs tic,^ble*"fn“!“'°™ ^’'e'^e 

"spoils of Trafalgar. 
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Tliy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Home, Carthage, ^vhat are they ? 
Thy •waters wash’d them power while they were free, 
And many a Qfrant since ; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or sav;^e ; their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts :'~not so thou— 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves’ play— 

Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow— 

Such as creation’s daivn beheld, thou rollesfc now. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s form 
Glasses itself in tempests} in alltime, 

Calm or couNmlsed— in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing ■the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark*hcaving boundless, endless, and sublime— 
The image of Eternity— throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 
Obeys thee ; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone. 

And I have loved thee, Ocean 1 and my joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
Borne, like thy bubbles, oti\raid : from a boy 
I wanton'd with thy breakers— they to me 
Were a delight j, and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror— ’twas a pleasing fear, 

For I was as it were a child of thee, 

And trusted to thy billows for and near, 

And laid my band upon thy mane— os I do here, 

%ron. 


85 * T 6 e gleaming Sea 

When ■winds that move not its calm surface sweep 
The azure sea, I love the land no more ; 

The smiles of the serene and tranquil deep 
Tempt my unquiet nund.— But when the roar 
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Of Ocenn’s gray nbyss rcsoundst and foam 
Gatliers'upon the sea, and vast vavcs burst, 

I turn from tlie drear aspect to tlie home 
Of Earth and its deep woods, where, interspersed, 
When winds blow loud, pines make sweet melody. 
VOiosetioiise Is sotnt wlwise sea, 
\Vhosc prey tlie wandering fish, an evil lot 
Has chosen.— But I my languid limbs will fling 
Beneath the plane, where tlie brook’s murmuring 
Moves tlie calm spirit, but disturbs it not. 

SheUei/, 


86 The Sea 

It keeps eternal wliispcrings around 
Desolate shores, and with its mighty swell 
Gluts Uice ten thousand Caverns, till the spell 
Of Hectatc leaves them diwr old sbado\v5' sound. 
Often ’tis in such gentle temper found, 

That scarcely will the very smallest shell 
Be TMived for days from wWe it sometime feli, 
BTien last the of Heaven were unbound. 

Oh ye ! who have your eye-baBs vex’d and tired, 
Feast them upon the wideness of the Sea ; 

Oh ye ! whose ears arc dinn’d with uproar rude, 
Or fed too much wrai cloying melody— 

Sit ye near some old Cavern’s Mouth, and brood 
Until ye start, as if tlii sea-nymphs qutred ! 

Reais. 


S 7 Trince f^thanese 

’Twas at the season when the Earth upsprings 
From slumber ; as a sph.pid angel’s diild, 
Shadowing its eyes with green and golden wings, 
Stands up before its mo^cs bright and mild, 
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Of whose soft voice the air expectant seems— 

So stood before the sun, wMch shone and struled 
To see it rise thus joyous from its dreams, 

The fresh and radiant Earth. The hoary grove 
Wax'd green, and Sowers burst forth like starry beams 
The grass in the wann sun did start and move, 

And sea-buds burst under the waves serene. 

How many a one, tfwugh none 6c near fo lore, 

Loves then the shade of his own soul, half seen 
In any mirror— or the spring's young minions, 

The tvingbd leaves amid the copses green : 

How many a spirit then puts on the pinions 
Of fancy, and, outstrips the lagging blast, 

And his own steps, and over wide dominions 
Sweeps in his dream-drawn chariot, far and fast, 
More fleet than storms. The wide world shrinks below, 
Vflten winter and deqjondencj are past. . . . 

Shelleii. 


88 To SHiatloKt 

Ye have been fresh and green, 

Ye Lave been fill’d with flowers, 

And ye the walks have been 
Where maids have spent their hours. 

You have beheld how they 
With udeko- arks did come 

To kiss and bear away 
Tije richer cowslips home. 

You 've heard than sweetly sing, 

And seen them in a round ; 

Each virgin like a spring, 

W^ith hon^suckles crown'd. 


cimtlsr 
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But now wc see none here 
Whose silvery feet did tread 
And witlj disheveC’d hair 
Adorn'd this smoother mead. 

Like nnthrifts, having <?pcnt 
Your stock and needy grown, 

You 're left here to Ument 
Your poor estates, alone. 

Uerrid. 


85* Hypcran 

1 

Drxr in the shady sadness of a t.iIc 

Far sunken from the healthy brcalii of morn, 

Far from the fiery noon, and eve's one star, 

Sal gray-hair'd Saturn, quiet as a stone, 

Stih as the silence ronnd about his lair } 

Forest on forest hung about his head 
Like cloud on cloud. No stir of air was there, 

Not so much life as on a summer’s day 

Robs not one light seed from the feather’d grass, 

But Athcre the dead leaf fell, there did it rest. 

A stream went voiceless by, still deaden’d more 
By reason of his fallen divini^. 

Spreading a shade : the Naiad 'mid her reeds 
Press’d her cold finger doscr to her Ups. 

Along the margin-sand large foot-marks went, 

No further than to where his feet had stray'd, 

And slept there since. TJponthesoddenground 
His old right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead, 
Unsceptred ; and his rcalmless eyes were closed ; 
While his bow’d head seem'd list’ni!;g to the Earth, 
His andent mother, for some comfort yet. 
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It seem'd no force could wake him from his place ; 
But there came one, who with a kindred hand 
Touch’d his wide Moulders, after bending low 
Witli reverence, though to one who knew it not. 

She was a Goddess of the infant world } 

By her in stature the tall Amazon 

Had stood a pigmy's height : she would have ta'en 

Achilles by the hair and bent his neck } 

Or with a finger stay’d kion's wheel. 

Her face was large as that of Memphian sphins, 
Pedestal'd haply in a palace court, 

V^Ticn sages look’d to Egypt for their lore. 

But oh I jiow unlike marble was that face i 
How beautifiJ, if sorrow had not mode 
Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty's self. 

Ihere was a listening fear in her regard, 

As if oaiamitj Jiad but began ; 

As if the vanward clouds of evil days 
Had spent thdr malice, and the sullen rear 
Was with Its stored tfinnder labouring np. 

One hand she press’d upon that aching spot 
\^1icre beats the human heart, as if just there, 
Though an immortal, she felt cruel pain : 

The other upon S.atum’s bended neck 
She laid, and to the level of his car 
Leaning witir parted lips, some words she spake 
In solemn tenour deep organ tone : 

Some mourning words, which in our feeble tongue 
Would come in these-hTcc accents ; 0 how frail 
To that large utterance of the early Cods I . . , 

n 

As when, upon a tranefcd summer-night, 

Those green-robed senatore of mighty woods, 

Tall oaks, brunch-channfcd by tlie earnest stars. 

Dream, and so dream aD i^ht without a stir, 
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Sm&omo»egra<!„«l solitary g„st 

AtaftandalkcnrootforSatam'sfat 

OMtaoon,,vitIidter«tioo£W,l,aasl,ed 

Her silver seasons four upon the niilrt 
SPII Il,« hvo were postured motionless 
Ue natural sculpture m cathedral cavern • ’ 
^e ftoien God sUll couchanl on the earth ’ 
^d the sad Goddess weeping at his feet ■’ 

Until at length old Saturn lifted up 

aSSissr':"’"' 


K(ats, 


Tit Willow 

void night. 

Lash d by the rains. ° ^ 

Nr/‘'’“™‘U’d»k and bleak 
■Wo memory remains. 
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A delicate T^ind fixwa the Southern seas, 
Kissing her leaves. She sighs, 

IVhile the birds in her tresses make merrj’ ,• 
Burns the Sun in the skies. 

JFallir de la Mare, 


9 ^ Song 

The fcuitheis of the 
Are half of them groirn j'cllovr 
Above the swelling stream j 
And r.'igged arc the bushes, 

And rusty now the rushes, 

And \nld the clouded gleam. 

The thistle now is older, 

His stalk b^ns to mouWeT, 

His head is white as snow ; 

Tlie branches all arc barer, 

The linnet’s song is rarer, 

The robin pipetb now. 

Dixon. 
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I 

A smiT bauirts the year s lust hours 
Dwelling amid these yello^ring bowers t 
To himself he talks; 

For at eventide, listening earnestly, 

At lus work yo\t nwiy hear him sob and sigh 
In the walks ; 

Earthward he boweth. the heavy stalks 
Of the mouldering flowers : 

Heavily hangs the broad sunflower 
Over its grave i’ the earth so chilly ; 
Hea\'ily hangs the hollyhock, 

Hct^y bangs the t\gtr-%. 
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The air is damp, and hnshM, and close, 

As a sick man’s room when he taketh repose 
An hour before death ; 

My very heart faints and my whole soul grieves 
At the moist rich smell of the rotting leaves, 

And the breath 

Of the fading edges of bos beneath, 

And the year's last rose. 

Heavily hangs the broad sonflovrer 
Over its grave i' the earth so chilly ; 
Heavily hangs the hollyhocki 
Heavily hangs the tiger-lily. 

Tennxjson. 


93 Odt to Autumn 

I 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 

Close bosom-fcleod of the maturing sun ; 

Conspiring n-ith him how to load and bless 
^Yith firmt the \ines that round the thatch-eaves run J 
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees, 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core ; 

To Swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel ; to set budding more, 

And still more, later flowers for the bees, 

Until they think warm days will never cease, 

For Summer has o’er-brimm’d their clammy cells. 

II 

Who bath not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Tliee silting careless on a granary floor, 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind ; 
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Or on a half-reap’d farrow sound asleep, 

Drowsed ivith tiie fume of popples, wtile tliy hook 
Spares tiic next s\vall» and its twinM flowers ; 
And sometime like a gleaner ftou dost keep 
Steady thy laden Ijead aooss a brook ; 

Or by a dde^press, nith patient look, 

Ikou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 

Ill 

Wiere are tlie songs of Spring ? Ay, where are they : 

Think not of tliem, thou hast thy music too,— 

T\1ale barrH clouds bloom tlic soft-dpng day, 
iind -toneb the stnbbVpViins with losj bne ) 

Tlicn in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among tlie river sallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies ; 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn | 
Hedge-crickets sing j and now with treble soft 
The redbreast wlustlcs from a garden-croft ; 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

Keats. 


94 Hymn to Diana 

Queek and huntress, chaste and fair, 
Now the sun is laid to sleep, 

Se.atcd in thy silver chair, 

State in wonted manner keep 5 
Hesperus entreats thy fight, 
Goddess exceflently bright. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Diire itself to interpose ; 

Cjmthi.a's shining orb was made 
Heaven to clear when day did close ; 
Bless us then with wishtd sight, 
Goddess cxcellmitly bright. 
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Lay thy bo'W of pearl apart, 

And thy crystal-duning quiver j 
Give unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe, Bow short soever : 

Then that mah st a day of night— 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Ben Jenson. 


9S & Wamg (Moon 

Aj'O like a dying lady, lean and pale, 

VTio totters forlB, wrapp’d in a gauzy veil, 
Out of her chamber, led by the insane 
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain, 
The moon arose up in the murky East, 

A white and shapeless mass— 

Ske\k}j> 
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. . . How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank i 
Here ^rill we sit and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears : soft sfallncs and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica. Look how the Boor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid wth patincs of bright gold : 

There ’5 not the smallest orb which thou behold’sl 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed chembins ; 

Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 

But whilst tlus muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly dose it in, we cannot hear it. . . . 

Shakspeare. 

fjtic?!} paten (pretouDwi patten), tie Enehamtic diib, IruM 
K.j sTtxd Cat tircilM piste nfgnU. 
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97 Wettminster ‘ErUgi 

Earth has nol; anyUiing to show more fair j 
Dull would he he of soul who could pass bv 
A sight so touching in its majesty i 
This City now doth, like a ganncnt, wear 
The beauty of the morning ; silent, bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to tlic skv ; 

All briglit and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Never did sun more bcauh'fully steep 
In his first splendour, valley, or hill ; 

Ne’er saw I, never fell, n calm so deep ! 

Tlic river glideth at his own sweet will : 

Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still ! 

Worimrilii 1802 . 


98 

As tlirough the wild green lulls of Wjtc 
T he train ran, changing sl^ and shire. 
And far behind, a fading crest, 

Low in the forsaken west 
Sank the high-iear’d head of Clee, 

My hand lay empty on my knee. 
Aching on my knee it lay : 

'fliat morning half a shite away 
So many an honest fellow's fist 
Had well-nigh ivrung it from the wrist. 
Hand, said I, since now we part 
From fields and men we know by heart, 
For strangers’ faces, strangers’ lands,— 
Hand, you have held true fellows’ hands. 
H 
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Be clciin then ; rot before you do 
A tiling they *tl not believe of you. 

You and I must keep from shame 
In London streets the Shropshire name ; 

On banks of Thames they must not say 
Severn breeds worse men than they ; 

And friends abroad must bear in mind 
Friends at home they leave behind. 

Oh, I shall be stiff and cold 
When 1 forget you, hearts of gold ; 

The land where I shall mind you cot 
Is tlie land where all ’s forgot. 

And if my foot returns no more 
To Tcme nor Corve nor Severn shore, 

Luck, my lads, be with you still 
By falling stream and standing liill, 

By cliiming tower and whispering tree 
Men that made a mao of me. 

About your work in town and farm 
Still you 'll keep my head from barm, 

Still you 'll help me, hanck that gave 
A grasp to friend me to the gr.ave. 

A. E. ffousman, 

99 ■ S9!!g in 

Gkeen* fields of Bnghiiid I wheresoe’er 
Across this watery waste we fare. 

Your image at our hearts we bear, 

Green fields of England, everywhere. 

Sweet eyes in England, I must flee 
Past where tiie waves’ last confines be, 

Ere your loved smile I cease to sec, 

Sweet eyes in England, dear to me I 
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Dear borne in England, safe and fast 
If but io thee my lot lie cast, 
nie past shall seem a notliing past 
To thee, dear home, if won at last ; 

Dear liome in England, wn at last. 

Ckigh, 1852 . 

100 Home~Tbougks from ^Abroad 
Oh, to be in England 
Now that April 's there, 

And whoever wabes in England 
Sees, some raorning, nnawarc, 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Bound the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England— now 1 

And after April, when May follows, 

And the wMtethroat builds, and all tiie swallows ! 
Hark, where my blossom’d pea^ttee in the hedge 
Leans to the held and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops— at tiie bent spray’s edge— 
That 's the wise thrush j he rings each song twice over, 
Lest yon should think he never conld recapture 
The first fine cai dess rapture I 
And though the fields look rough witli hoary dew, 

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttercups, the little clrildren's dower 
—Ear brighter than this gaudy melon-fiower 1 

Broming. 


101 The Sd&r’! Dream 

Oofl bugles sang truce— for the niglit-cloud had lower’d. 
And the sentinel stars set tijear watch in the sky ; 
And thousands had sunk on the ground overpower’d, 
The weary to sleep, and tiie wounded to die. 
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AMien teposing tl\at niglit tra my palkt of straw, 

By thG woU'Scating fag^t that guarded the slain, 

At the dead of tlie night a sweet vision I saw, 

And thrice ere the momir^ 1 dreamt it again. 

hiethought iroTO the battle-field’s drcadfiil array, 

Far, far I bad roam’d on a desolate track t 
Twas autumn, —and sunsbine arose on the way 
To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

I fiew to the pleasant fields traversed so oft 
Inlile's monung maccb, vdicn my bosom was youngj 
I heard my own moanbiin-goals bleating aloft, 

And knew the sweet strain that tlie coro-reapers 
sang. 

Tlien pledged we the win<H:op, and fondly I swore, 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part; 
My little one? kiss’d me a thousand times o'er, 

And my wife sobh’d aloud in her fulness of heart. 

‘ Stay, stay with us l~rcst 1 thou art wear)’ and worn ‘ ; 

And fain was tbeir war-broken soldier to stay 
Bat sorrow teturo'd witir the dawrdng of mom, 

And &e voice in my Gleaming ear— melted away. 

Cbmptelh 


t03 Vailma 

the wind to-day, and the sun and the rmn arc 
Syiag, 

Blows the rrind on the moots to-day and now, 

Mbme about the graves of the martyrs tlie whaups are 
cryiag, 

My heart remembers how 1 


Eh«*J imernnj rf grammar -^iie wiod Wow, 
ftijatipi] eminra. 
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Grey recumbent tombs of the dcfli) in desert places, 
Standing-stones on the vacant wine-red moor, 

Hills of sheep, and tlic homes of the silent vanisli’d 
races, 

And winds, austere and pure : 

Be it granted me to bclmld j'ou again in dying, 

Hilb of l)omc ! and to bear again tlic call ; 

Hear about tlic graves of tlic martyrs the pccwccs 
ciying, 

And hear no more at alb 

Stevenson, 


103 Qnunt's Dyitig Speech 

Frora RkiirJ //. i;. j. 

Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may brcatlie my 
last 

Id wliolesomo counsel to bis imstaid youth ? 

Youk. Vex not yoursdf, aor strive not with your 
breath ; 

Per all in vain comes counsel to his car. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep bnnnony i 
Where words are scarce, they .are seldom spent in vain, 
For they breathe truth tliat breathe their words in pain. 
He that no more must say is listen’d more 
Than they whom youth and cose have taught to glosc ; 
More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives before : 
The setting sun, and music at the close, 

As the last taste of sweets is sweetest, last, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long past : 
Though lUchard my life’s counsel would not hear, 
hfy death s sad talc may yet undcaf his car. 

York. No ; it is stopp’d with other flattering 
sounds, . . 



Direct not him whose way himself will choose T 
Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath m\t thou lose. 

Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new inspired 
And thus expiring do foretell of liim J 
His rash Berce blaze of riot cannot lost, 

For violent fires soon bum out themselves ; 

Smift sbowtTs last long, but suddea stortos we slwtt *, 
He tires betimes that spnrs too fast betimes ; 

With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder : 

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 

This royal throne of kings, this sceptred isle, 

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demi-paradisc, 

Tlds fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection and the band of war, 

This happy breed of men, this little world, 

This precious stone set in tiie silver sea, 

'Wliich serves it in the office of a wall 
Or as a moat defensive to a house, 

Against the envy of less happier lands, 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
TWs nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 

Fear’d by their breed and famous by tiieir birth, 
Eenownfed for their deeds as far from home, 

For Christian service and true clnvalry, 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mar}’’s Sou, 

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, 

Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it, 

Like to a tenement or pelting farm ; 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, 

pelting] pftltry, pettj. 



Witli inky blots and rotten parchment bonds : 
Tliat England, tlmt was wont to conquer others, 
Hfttli made a sbamcfnl conqnesl of itself. 

Ah, would the scand<al vanyi witli my life, 

How happy then were my ensuing death ! . . . 

Skokspeare. 


104 London , 1802 

Milton ! thou shouldst be living at this hour ; 
England hath need of tiiee : she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters : altar, sword, and pen. 
Fireside, tlie heroic wealth of hall and bower, 
Have forfeited their anejent English dower 
Of inward happiness. We arc selfish men ; 

Oh 1 Mise us up, return to os again ; 

And give us mfuiners, virtue, freedom, power. 

Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart ; 

'fhou hadst a voice wliose sound was like the sea : 
Pure ns the naked heavens, majestic, free, 

So didst thou travel on life’s common way, 

In cheerful godliness •, and yet thy heart 
Tlie lowliest duties on heis^ did lay. 

JVordsivoTtk, 


los 

Breathes tliere the man with soul so dead, 
Wlio never to himself bath said, 

‘ This is my mni, my native land ! ' 
WTiose heart hath ne'er Tritiun him burn'd. 
As home his footsteps he liath turn’d, 

From wandering on a foreign strand ? 

If such there breathe, go, mark him well ; 
For him no minstrel rapture swell ; 
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High though his titles, proud his oaniei 
Boundless his Tvealtii as Tvish cau claim j 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 

Tlic wretch, concentred all in self, 
luting, shall forfeit loir renown, 

And, douhly djing, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhoQOur’d, and ousung- 

OCaiedorual stem and wild, 

Meet nurse for a poetic child ! 

Land of brown heath and shaggy wood , 
Land of the tnoontain and the flood, 
Land of my sires ! what mortal hand 
Can e'es untie the filial band 
That knits me to thy rugged strand 1 ♦ • 


io6* Epitaph an a lacahiit 

To my true long I offer' d free from stain 
Courage and faith ; vain faith, and courage vain. 

For him, 1 threw lands, honours, wealth, away, 

And one dear hope, that was mote prised than they. 
For lum I kngmsh'd in a foreign clime, 

Grey-hsit'd with sorrow in my manhood’s prime *, 
Heard on Laveniia Scarg^ll’s whi^ering trees. 

And pined by Arno for my lovelier Tees ; 

Belidd each night my home in fever’d sleep, 

Each roonung started firom the dream to weep ; 

Till God, who saw me tried too sorely, gave 
The resting-place I ask’d, an early grave. 

0 thon, whom thance leads to this nameless stone, 
From that proud country which .was once roine own, 


cffsef oUtdl pnmonBce «a«nteT'd. 
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By Oir.’p wliltr rilir< I nner nwrc mu^-l scr, 

!h‘ tliAt tlwr l.inpi"pp «)tidj I spl;? lik/' tb w, 
Bfirpcl nil ffHtl', and rfir^ onf t'’.ar 
O'er KiifJiili A bwkon hnirt lie,? here. 


2<?7 7h!ii!^hok((afi(n'arJf!Ie}!r)-}J\)^hvk^ 
IXiirJ fnm ibt Kik^ i;j snilaue of hu' 
isbtmt fir iixyan, Hands silti'A. His 
fithtr, Jeh of QaurJ^ widd comfiri 
him, 

Trora Ruhrd 11, t. iii. 

. . . G.<,u;iT. Oh, to wlml purpo'c dost tliou liosnl 
lliy \ror{l«, 

lliiil lliou return si no prcctinp to thy friend* ? 

Boavo. J Imvc too (tv to take my leave oJ’you, 
When Uic tongue’s office sliould he jirrxlip.il 
To brcfltlie l!ic ahundant dolour of t)ic licnrt. 

Gav?jt. Tliy grief Is hut thy absence for a time. 
BotiJ.'O, Joy alwcnl, grief is present for tlmt time. 
GAV^T. What is six winters ? they arc quickly gone. 
JJoMNO, Tonicniojor; butgrief makes onebourten. 
Gaunt. Call it a travel tlmt thou Inkcst for pleo-surc. 
UotD'o. .My heart will sigh wjicn I rnhwll It so, 
Wlilcli find* it nn inforchd pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. Hie sullen passage of Ihy wear}* steps 
Rsteem n foil wherein thou art to set 
'file precious jewel of thy home return. 

Bolino. Kny, rather, every tedious stride I make 
^’ill but rcmcmlicr me wlmt a deal of world 
1 wander from tlie jewels tlmt I bvc. 

Must I not sen’c a long fijjpreRtfcehood 
To foreign passages, and in the end, 
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lifting my freedom, hoast of uothltig else 
But that I uw n joumeyimin to grief? 

G^unt. All places tlmt the eye of heaven visit# 

Arc to a wise man porLs and happy havens. 

Peach thy nectssily to reason thus ; 

Tlicrc is no virtue lihe necessity. 

Tlimk not t!ic king did banish thee, 

But thou the king Woe doth tlie heavier sit, 

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

Go say I sent tliee forth to purc)i.r:c Iwnour 

And not the king exiled thee ; or suppose 

Devouring pestilence hangs in our air 

And thou art (Ijnng to a fresher clime t 

Look, what thy soul holds dw, imagine it 

To lie tlmt way thou go'st, not whence thou comest : 

Suppose the singing birds musicians, 

The grass wiicreon thou lrc.ad*st the presence strew'd, 
Tlie flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 
Tlian a delightful measure or n dance j 
Pot gnarling sorrow bath less power to bite 
Ibc man that mocks at it and sets it light. 

Bouxe. Oh, who can hold a fire in bis hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 

Or cloy the liungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast ? 

Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer's heal ? 

OlifXio] thraf^hcnidrajnfiiwgaed 
Gives but the greater feeling to tlm worse t 
Fell sorrow's tooth doUi never rankle more 
Than when he bites, but kneetb not the sore. 

Gaunt. Come, come, myson, lUbringtheeon thy wayr 
Had I thy youth .and cause, I would not stay. 

ioumcrmac] one win ha* eerred bit aj5prenU'«jhy> »nd zrtij work 
under a ciartcr f or hire. ITbexe it a plaj-bere on tbe word journty- 
VnttL 
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Boling. Then, England's ground, fnrevcll ; sweet 
soil, adieu j 

Mj' mother, and my nurse, that beare me yet I 
Where’er I wander, boast of tiiis I can, 

Tbougji banish’d, jet a tmeborn Englishman. 

Skalespeare. 


!08 

A THING of bcauly is a joy for ercr i 

Its loveliness increases ; it will never 

Pass Into nothingness ; but still will keep 

A bower (juict for us, and a sleep 

Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing. 

Therefore, on every morrow, arc we wreathing 

A flowery band to bind us to the earth, 

Spite of despondence, of tlie inhuman dearth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days, 

Of all the unhealthy and o’e^dnrken’d W8« 

Made for our searching : yes, in spite of all, 

Some shape of beauQ’ moves away the pall 
Prom our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon, 

Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon 
For simple sheep ; and such are daffodils 
With the green world they live in ; and clear rills 
Tliat for themselves a cooling covert make 
'Gainst the hot season 5 the mid-forest brake, 

Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms : 

And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 
We have imagined for fte mighty dead ; 

All lovely talcs that we have heard or read ; 

An endless fountain of Immortal drink, 

Pouring unto us from the heaven’s brink. 

Nor do we merely fed these essences 
For one short hour ; no, even as the trees 
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Thsi \Fhisper round a temple become soon 
Dear as tbe temple’s self, so does the moon, 

The passion poesy, glories infinite, 

Haunt us till they become a cheering light 
Unto our souls, and bound to us so fast, 

That, whether there be sbine, or gloom o’ercast, 
They alway must be \ritii ns, or we die, . . . 

Eeais.* 


109 Spirit's Song in '^Prometheus’ 

Os a poet’s lips I slept 
Dreaming like a lore-adept 
In the sound bis breathing kept ; 

Nor seeks nor finds be mortal blisses, 

But feeds on the agral kisses 

Of shapes that hannt Nought's wildernesses. 

He will watch from dawn to gloom 

The lake-reflected sun illume 

The yellow hecs in the i\y-hloora, 

Nor heed nor see, what things they be ; 

But from these create he can 
Forms more real than living man, 

Nurslings of imroortali^ ! 

One of these awaken’d me, 

And I sped to succour thee, 

Sklk^. 


no* The Immortal IMuse 

. . . Thou art h'ght and thou art free, 

And to live rejoicelh thee, 

Where the splendours greatest be. , . . 

Adept] ooe ecmpletelr ddlled in all the eeerele of hla art. 
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Tliou a seraph art to go 

All undaunted to and fro 

Wicrc tlie fiercest ardours glow. . . . 

Tlioa an angel art, and well 

It sulBceth tiiee to dwell 

In the smallest creature's cell. . . . 

Thou a spirit art roost sweet, 

And to make all life complete 
Everywhere thou hast thy seat. 

Dixon. 


Ill fk 

t 

I DiiZA^i’D that, as I wander'd by the way, 

Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring, 

And gentle odours led my steps astray, 

Mix'd with a sound of waters murmuring 
Along a shelving bank of turf, wJjich lay 
Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling 
Its green arms round tlic bosom of the stream, 

But kiss'd it and then fled, as thou mightest in dream. 

It 

Tliere grew pied wind-flowers and rtolets, 

Daisies, those pearl’d Arefcuri of the earth, 

The constellated Sower that nc^'er sets j 
Faint oxslips ; tender bluebells, at whose birth 
The sod scarce heaved ; and that tall flower tliat wets— 
Like a cliild, half in tenderness and mirth— 

Its mother's face wi& Heaven’s collected tears, 

When the low 'wind, its playmate’s voice, it hears. 

Arcluti] iiKtheni.rtan. 

that tall fJairer] iko ' Crown Imperial ' (!). 
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And in tlie warm hedge grew lush eglantine. 

Green coirbind and the moonh'ght-colour ’d maj, 
And cherry-blossomsj and wiute cups, 'whose ^^Ine 
Was the bright dew, yet dr^’d not by the day ; 
And wild roses, and ivy serpentine, 

With its dark hnds and leaves, ■wandering astray ; 
And flowers azure, black, and streak’d mth gold, 
Fairer than any waken’d eyes bdiold. 


IV 

And nearer to the river’s trembling edge 
There grew broad flag*6offcis, purple prank’d with 
■white, 

And starry rive^bads among the sedge, 

And floating wat€^lilies, broad and bright, 

Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge 
With moonlight beams of their own watery light ; 
And bulrushes, and reeds of snch deep green 
As soothed the dazzled eye with sober sheen. 


V 

Methought that of these ■viaonaiy flowers 
I made a nosegay, bound in sudi a way 
Tliat the same hues which in thdr natural bowera 
Were imngled or opposed, the like array 
Kept these imprison’d children of tiie Hours 
Within my hand— and then, elate and gay, 

I hasten’d to the spot whence I had come, 

That I might there present it !-~Oh, to whom ? 

ShdU^. 

ojlitlinsliweel-briM, mriJndl Bryosy. 
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To Helen 

Helen, thy beauty is to me 
Like those Islc6in barks of yore 
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea, 

The rreaiy way-worn wanderer bore 
To his OTO native shore. 

On desperate seas long wont to roam, 

Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 

And the grandeur that was Rome. 

liO 1 in yoD brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 

The agate lamp within thy hand,— 

Ah I Psydie, from the regions which 
Are Holy Land I 

Po(. 


Thebe be none ofBeau^'’s daughters 
With a ma^c like thee ; 

And like music on the waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me : 

When, as if its sound were causing 
Tlie charmed ocean's pusing, 

Tlie waves lie stiB and gleaming. 

And the lull’d winds seem dreaming. 

And the midnight moon fe weaving 
Her bright <iain o’er the deep ; 

breast is gently hearing, 

As an iufant's asleq) : 
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So the spirit bows before thee. 

To listen and adore iiee ; 

With a full but soft emotioD, 

Dke the swell of Summer’s ocean. 


114 72 f binary %cafer 

Behold her, single in the field, 

Yon solitary Highland Lass 1 
Beaping and singing by herself; 
Stop herci or gently pass I 
Alone she cats and binds the groin. 
And sings a melancholy strain ; 

0 listen 1 for the Vale profound 
Is overflowing with the sound. 


No Nightingale did ever chaunt 
More welcome notes to weary bands 
Of travellers in some shady haunt, 
Among Arabian sands : 

A voice so tbrilliog ne’er was he.ird 
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides* 

Will no one tell me what she sings ? — 
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 
For old, unhappy, far-off things, 

And battles long ago : 

Or is it some more humble lay, 

Familiar matter of to-day ? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain, 

That has been, and may be again ? . . . 
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Whate’ei the theme, the Maiden 
As if licr song could have no ending ; 

I saw her singing at her work, 

And o’er tlie sickle bending ; 

I listen'd, motionless and still ; 

And, wlien I mounted up Uie hill, 

The music in my heart I bore, 

Long after it was heard no more. 

irordsivorth, iSOCv 


IIS ^^fry Hiaksiy 

Bcton’d the ferry water 
That fast and silent flow’d, 

She turn'd, she gared a moment, 

Then took her onward road 

Between tlie winding willows 
To a cit)' white with spires ; 

It seem'd a path of pilgrims 
To tlie home of earth’s desires. 

Blue sh.adc of golden branches 
Spread for her joumejnng, 

Till he that Ih^cr d lost her 
Among the leaves of Spring. 

Laitmce Binprir 

u6 fk Wa^arcr 

Keex, fitful gusts .ire whfep’rmg here and there- 
Among the bushes, half leafless and dry ; 

The stars look very cold about the sky, 

And I have many miles on foot to fare. 
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Yet feel I little of the cool blciik air, 

Or of tlic dead leaves rustling drearily, 

Or of those silver lamps that bum on high, 

Or of the distance from home’s pleasant lair : 
For I am brimfuU of the friendliness 
That in a little cottage I have found ; 

Of fair-hair'd Milton’s eloquent distress, 

And all his love for gentle Lycid dronu’d ; 

Of lovely Laura in her light green dress, 

And faithful Petrarch gloriously crown’d. 

Keats. 


117 the Sea-Sbore 

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free, 

The holy time is quiet as a Nun 
BtcatMcss ^rith adoration ; the broad sun 
Is sinldng dorm in Its tranqulliity ; 

The gentleness of heaven broods o’er tlie Sea : 
Listen 1 the mighty Being is awake, 

And doth with ius eternal motion make 
A sound like thunder— everlastingly. 

Dear Child! dear Girl! that walkest with me here, 
If thou appear nntoucli’d by solemn thought, 
Thy nature is not therefore less divine : 

Thou liest in Abraham s bosom all the year, 

And worshipp’st at the Temple’s inner shrine, 
God being with thee when we know it not. 

WordsKorOi, 1802. 
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It was a lover and his lass, 

With A liey, and a ho, and a hey oonino I 
That o’er the green corn-field did pass 
Id the Spring time, tlic only pretty ring time, 
WTien birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding 5 
Sweet lovers love the Spring. 

Between the acres of tlie rye, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey noaino I 
These pretty countr)' folks would lie, 

In Spring time, etc. 

This carol they began that hour. 

With ft hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino 1 
How that life was but a flower 
In Spring time, etc. 

And therefore take present time, 

WiA a bey, and a lio, and a hey nonino i 
For love is crownM with the prime 
In Spring time, the only pretty ring time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 
Sweet lovers love the Spring, 

Shakespeare^ 


1 19 ^Madrigal 

Fain would I change that note 
To which fond Love ha& charm'd me 
Long, long to ring by rote, 

Fancying that that harm'd me : 

ttikt ttat] aocont on tbe fint rU. ; JitinB (all the whilt) thai 
wbofe harmed mo 
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Vet Tfhen tlm thought doth comcj 
‘ Love is the pdfect sum 
Of oB d^hti’ 

I bate no other dioiee 
Blbcr for pen or voice 
To ang or ttrite, 

0 Love \ they wrong tbcc macb 
That say thy s'veet is hitter, 

WTien thy rich fruit is such 
As nothing can he sweeter. 

Fair house of joy and bliss, 

WliMo truest pleasure is, 

I do adore thee : 

I know thee what thou art, 

I serve thee with my heart, 

And fall before thee. 

1605. 


20 

I iwow not what my secret is, 
UmowbutitisnUBC, 

1 know to dwell with it were bliss. 

To die for it dime. 

I cannot yield it in a kiss, 

ISor breathe it in a sigh ; 

Enough that 1 have Irved for this, 

For ^s, B»y love, I die. 

Lang. 


i2i* The ’Bargain 

My true Love hath my heart, and I have his, 
By jusA esdiM^ one for &e otl^er given ; 
I hold Ms dear, and mine he eanocpt miss ; 
There never was a better bargain driven. 
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His heart in me keeps me and him in one, 

Mt heart in liua his thoughts mid senses gnidcs : 
He loves my heart, for once it ^vas Ids own ; 

I cherish his, becanse in me it bides . . . 

hir true liOre hath my heart, aad J have his. 

Siike^. 


122* fe Mkc from ‘Prim 

Stone wiJb do not a prison make, 

Nor iron bam a cage ; 

Minds innocent and quiet tal:e 
Tliat for a hermitage 5 
If I Imve freedom in my love 
And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone, that soar above, 

Enjoy such liberty. 

Lctekct^ 

123 

Oh, talk not to me of a name great in story ; 

The days of our youtli ore the days of out glory 5 
And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-riventy 
Are worth all your laurels, tho’ ever so plenty, 

What are garlands .end crowns to the brovv that io 
wrinkled ? 

Tis but as a dead-flower with May-dew besprinkled— 
Then U'W with all such finoi die head that is hoary J 
Wliat care I for the wTentiia that can only give glory ^ 
0 Fame !— If I e’er took delight in thy praises, 

Twra less for the sake of thy Iiigh sounding phrases. 
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one ^scover 
She thought that I was not nnworthy to love her. 

lil^b soandiDg} bisb-uiiodii>E>* probaUT inSpaded. 
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There chiefly I sought tiicc, ftcre onW I found the^ ; 
Her gkncc was the best of the tays that surround thee ; 
When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright in my story, 
I knew it was love, and I felt it was glor^^ 

Byron, 1821. 


124 Lucy 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springs of Dove, 

A Maid whom there were none to praise 
And very few to love : 

A violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye I 
Fait as 0 star, when only one 
Is shimng in the s^. 

She lived unknotm, and few could know 
When Lugr ceased to be ; 

But she is in her grave, and, oh, 

The difference to ine 1 

WordsTcorth, 1799' 


0 snatch’d away in beaut’s bloom, 

On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ; 

But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year ; 

And the wild oppress wave in tender gloom : 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shsli Sorrow lean her drooping head, 

And feed deep tiwoglit vrith many a dream, 
And Imgctmg pause and lightly tread •, 

Fond wretdi I as if her steps disturb'd the dead 1 
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Away ! We know tliat teare are ran, 

That death nor heeds nor licars distress : 

Will this untcach us to complain, 

Or make one mourner weep tlie less ? 

And thou— uho tdl'st me to forget, 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet. 

Bijron, 1815 . 
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I 

When the lamp is shatter'd 
Tlie light in the dust lies dead— 
When the cloud is scatter’d 
Tlic rainbow’s glory Is shed. 

\Vlien the lute is broken, 

Sweet tones are remember’d not ; 

'l^'hen the lips have spoken, 
Loved accents are soon forgot. 

n 

As music and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and lute, 
The hearts echoes render 
No song when tlie spirit is mute 
No song but sad dirges, 

Dke the wind through a ruin'd cell, 
Or the mournful surges 
That ring the dead seamau's knell. 

m 

Wlien hearts have once mingled 
Love first leaves the wcU-huilt nest ; 

'The Aveak one is singled 
To endure what it once possess’d. 



0 Love 1 who bcwnilcst 
The fraihy of all liuogs hwc, 

WTiy choose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home, and your bier ? 

IT 

Its passions ^rill rock thee 
As tlie storms rock tiie ravens on high ; 

Bright TtasOT will mock thee, 

Like the sun from a wintry sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
ll'ill rot, and thine eagle home 
Leave thee naked to laughter, 

When leaves fall and cold winds come. 

Shilliy. 


Mv silks and hoe array, 

My smiles and languish’d air, 

By lore are driven away : 

And mournful leas Despair 
Brings me yew to deck my grave : 

Sodi end true lovers have. 

His face is lair as heaven 
When springing buds unfold ; 

0 why to him was ’t given 
WTiosc heart is wintry cold ? 

His breast is love’s ail-worship'd tomb, 
Where afl love’s pilgrims come. 

Bring me an axe and spade, 

Bring jne a winding sheet ; 

WTien I my grave have made, 

Let winds and tempests beat : 

Then down I H lie, as cold as clay. 
True love doth pass awav ! 
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The night has a thousand eyes, 

And the day but one ; 

Ycl the light of the bright ’world dies 
With the dying sun. 

The mind has a thousand eyes, 

And the heart but one ; 

Yet the light of a ’whole life dies, 

When love Is done. 

BourdiUtm, 


129 

Away ! The moor is dark beneath the moon, 

Rapid clouds have drank the last pale beam of even : 

Away I the gathering winds will call tlie darkness 
soon, 

And profoundest midnight shrood the serene lights 
of heareo. 

Pause not! The time is past I Every voice cries, Away I 
Tempt not with one last tear thy friend’s ungentle 
mood: 

Thy lover's eye, so glazed and cold, dares not entreat 
tby stay, 

Duty and dereliction guide tbee back to solitude. 

Away, away ! to thy sad and silent home ; 

Pour bitter tears on its desokted hearth ; 

Watch the dim shades as bke ghosts they go and come, 
And complicate strange webs of melancholy mirth. 


i4rtse]* 
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Tlie leaves of vrnsted autunui ^oods sliall float around 
thine head : 

Tlie blooms of spring shall gleam beneath thy 
feet: 

But thy soul or this world must fade in the frost that 
binds the dead, 

Ere midnight’s frown and morning’s smile, ere thou 
and peace may meet. 

The doud shadows of midnight possess their own repose, 
For the weary winds arc silent, or the moon is in tlie 
deep : 

Some respite to its turbulence unresting ocean knows ; 
Whatever moves, or toils, or grieves, hath its ap- 
pointed sleep. 

Thou in the gr.ave shalt rest— yet till the phantoms flee 
^\Tiich tiiat house and heath and garden made dear 
to tliee erewhile, 

Thy remembrance, and repentance, and deep musings 
are not free 

From tlie music of tivo voices and tlic light of one 
sweet smile. 

Shelley. 


130* LyclJas 

la this Monody the Author bewails a learned Friend, 
unfortunately drown’d in his Passage from CApf Jer on the 
Jrirfk Seas, 1637- And by occasaou forelels the ruiue of 
our corrupted clergy then in their height. 

Yet once more, 0 ye Laurels, and once more 
Ye JIjillcs brown, with Ivy never-seie, 

I come to pluck your Berries harsh and crude, 
And, vrith forced fingers rude, 

Shatter your leaves before the mdlowing year. 
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Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear, 

Cotnpeh me to di’^turb your season due : 

For U/cidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 

Young Lymdas, and Imth not left his peer : 

Wiio would not sing for L^ddas ? he knew » 

Himself to sing, and build tiie lofty rliyme. 

He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 

Without the meed of some mclc^ous tear. 

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well, 

That from beneath the seat of Jove dotli spring, 

Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string : 

Hence mth denial vain, and coy excuse ; 

So may some gentle Muse 

With lucky words favour my destined Urn. aa 

And as he passes turn, 

And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud. 

For we were nuiscd upon the selfsame hill, 

Fed the same dock, by fountain, shade, and rill. 
Together both, ere the high Lawns appear’d 
Under the opening eye-lli of the mom, 

We drove a*field, and both togetirer heard 
What time the Gray*fly winds her sultry hom, 

Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night ; 

Oft till the Star that rose, at Evening, bright so 
TowaidHeav’n’sdescent bad sloped liis westering wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute, 

Temper’d to tlf oaten Flute ; 

Rough iSff/yrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent long, 

And old Dmaias loved to hear our song. 

But 0 tlie heav)' change, now thou art gone, 

Now thou art gone, and never must return ! 

Thee, Sheplierd, thee the Woods, and desert Caves 

rhyme] rene. rawed «’eU] Eelieen. 

hill]*. «»tw»]shepheri3'* pip«. 
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"Witli Trild Thyme and the gadding Vine o’ergro^-n. <o 
And all their echoes mourn. 

The 'Willows and the Hazle-Copses green 

Shall DOW no more be seen 

Fanning their joyous Leaves to thy soft lays. 

As killing as the Canker to the Bose, 

Or Taiot-worra to the weanling Herds that graze, 

Or Frost to Flowers, that Aeir gay wardrobe wear, 
When first the "Rndte-thom blows ; 

Such, L^cidar, thy loss to Shepherds’ ear. 

Where were ye Nymphs when the remorseless deep 
Closed o’er the head of your loved hjddcs ? 53 

"For neither were ye playing on the steep, 

Where your old Baris, the famoxrs Bniiis lie, 

Nor on the shaggy top of Afonc high, 

Nor yet where Dei-a spreads her wizard stream : 

Ay me, I fondly dream ! 

Had ye bin there— for what could that have done ? 
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore, 

The Muse herself, for her enchanting son 

"Whom universal nature did lament, 60 

When by the rout tliat made the hideous roar. 

His gory visage down the stream was sent. 

Down the swift Heirrw to the Lesbian shore ? 

Alas 1 What boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homely slighted Shepherd’s trade, 

And strictly meditate the thankless Muse ? 

Were it not better done as others use, 

To ^ort with AmarplUs in the shade, 

Or wito the tangles of Keards hmr } 

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 7a 
(That last infirmity of noble mind) 

To scorn delights, and live hiborious days ; 

But the fmr Guerdon when we hope to find, 

And think to buret out into sudden blaze, 

boots] sTaili. 
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Comes tlie blind Fury with the abhorrbd shears, 

And slits the thin-spun Kfe. ‘ But not the praise,' 
Phahus replied, and touch’d my trembling ears ; 

Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 

^or in tlie glistering foil 

Set off to the world, nor in broad raraour lies, So 
Bui lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes 
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove ; 

As he pronounces lastly on each deed, 

Of so much fame in Heaven expect tliy meed/ 

0 Fountain Arethiscy and thou honour’d flood, 
Smoolii-sliding Mimus, crown’d with vocal reeds, 

That strain I licard was of a liighcr mood i 
But now my Oat proceeds, 

And listens to tlic Herald of the Sea 

That came in Neptune's plea ; ^ 

He ask’d the Waves, and .ask’d tiie felon winds, 

What hard mishap hath doom'd this gentle swain ? 

And question’d every gust of ruggbd wings 
That blows ftom off each bcakbd Promontory : 

They knew not of his story ; 

And sage liippotades their answer brings, 

That not a blast was from his dungeon stray’d | 

The Air was calm, and on the lev^ brine 
Sleek Panops mtli all her sisters play’d. 

It was that fatal and perfidious Bark xoo 

Built in th' eclipse, and rigg'd with curses dark, 

Tlvat sunk so low tliat sacred bead of thine. 

Next Camus, reverend Sire, went footing slow, 

His Mantle liairy, and his Bonnet sedge 
Inwought with figures dim, and on the edge 
I-ilce to that sanguine flower inscra)ed with woe : 

All ! Who hath reft (quoth he) my dearest pledge ? 

Bast came, and last did go 
The Pilot of the Galikan lake ; 

»f.agQioe aower] Hj»oiiith*. pledgc]=ch!ld. 



Two Key*; lie bore of metals twain, :io 

(The Golden opes, tbe Iron shuts amain ) ; 

He shook his Mitred locks, and stern besp.ikc : 

How well could I have spared for thee, young si\aln, 
Enow of such as for tlicir bellies* sake 
Creep, and intrude, and climb into tlic fold ' 

Of other care tlicy little reckoning make 
Than how to scramble at the shearers' feast, 

And shove away the worthy bidden guest ; 

Blind mouths ! that scarce themselves know how to hold 
A Sheep-hook, or have learn 'd ought else the least tjo 
T hat to tlic faithful Herdmao's art belongs I 
What recks it them ? MTiat need they ? Tljcy arc 
sped} 

And when they list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grate on Uieir scranod Pipes of wrctclicd straw ; 

The hungry Sheep look up, and are not fed, 

But sn-oln with wind and the rank mist they draw 
lUit inwardly, and foul contagion spread : 

Besides what the grim Wolf Avith pri\w paw 
Daly devours apace, and nothing said ; 

But that two-handed engine at the door 130 

Stands ready to smite once, and Kmite no more. 

Betum, Alpheus, the dread voice is past 
That shrunk thy streams ; Beturo, Suilian Muse. 

And call the Vales, and bid them hither cast 
Their Bells and Tlowcrets of a tiiousand hues. 

Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use 
Of shades, and wanton grinds, and gushing brooks, 

On whose fresh lap tbe swart Star sparely looks, 

Throw hither all your quaint enameTd eves, 

That on the green turf sudt the honey’d showers, 140 
And purple all the ground with vernal Sowers. 

Bring the rathe Priiniose that forsaken dies, 

aped] prodded for. Mtaanel] meagre and sliriU. 

■WolflEomBtiehnrek. Me] dwell. rathe] earlr. 
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The tufted Crow-toe, and pale Jessamine, 

The white Pink, and the Pansy fteakt with jet, 

Tlie gIo^nng• Violet, 

The Musk-rose, and Ac well-attired Woodbine, 

Witli Cow slips wnn Aat hang Ac pensive head. 

And every flower that sad embroidery wears : 

Bid i^raaraniJijjs all his beauty sbed, 

And Daffadillics dll Aeir cujw wiA tears $5© 

To strew the Laureat Hearse where Lijeid lies. 

For, so to interpose a little ease, 

Let our frail Aoughts dally with false surmise. 

Ay me I TiAilst thee Ac shores, and sounding Seas 
Wash fai- away, where’er Ay bones are hurl’d, 
Whether beyond the stormy HeWdei, 

Where thou perhaps under At whelming tide 
Visit ’st the bottom of Ae monstrous world ; 

Or whether Aou, to our moist vows deny’d, 

Sleep’st by the fable of J 3 c/fcr«j old, i 5 o 

IVhere tlie great Vision of Ae guarded Mount 
Looks toward Kmancos and Bayonas hold 
I^ok homeward, Angel, now, and melt with niA : 
And, 0 ye UolpAins, waft Ae hapless youA I 
Weep no more, woeful Shepherds, weep no more, 
For Ltjddas, your sorrow, is not dead, 

Sunk though he be bencaA the watery floor j 
So sinlis the day-star in Ae Ocean-bcd, 

And yet anon repairs lus drooping bead, 

And tricks his beams, and with new spanned Ore 170 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky *. 

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high 

Through the dear might of Ifim that walk'd Ae waves ; 

Wliere, other groves and oAcr streams along, 

With Nectar pure lus oosy Locks he laves, 

And hears Ae unexpressve nuptial Song, 

moUt vowjJ tearful prayere riHon] St Michael*. 

Viltks] btdecki. uaeijmasivt] itieipteaiihle. 
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In tije blest Kingdoms medc of joy and love. 

There entertain him all the Saints aborcj 

In solemn troops, and s^veet Societies 

Tnat sing, and sin^ng in their glory move. i«o 

And \Tipe the tears for ex'er from his eyes. 

Now, Lyddas, the Shepherds weep no more : 
Henceforth thou art the Genios of the shore 
In thy large recoTopense, and shalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 

Ihus sang the uncouth Swain to th’ Oaks and rills. 
While the still mom went out with Sandals gray ; 

He touch’d the tender stops of various Quills^ 

With eager thought warbling his Dodd lay : 

And now the Sun had stretch'd out all the hilb, tc» 
And noxv was dropt into the Western bay ; 

At last he rose, and twitch’d his Mantle blue : 
Tomorrow to fresh Woods, and Pastures new. 

Milton, 


When I would muse in boyhood 
The wild green woods among, 
And nuree resolves and fancies 
Because the world was young, 
It was not foes to conquer, 

Kor sweethearts to be kind. 
But it was friends to die for 
That 1 would seek and find. 


I sought them fat and found them, 
The sure, the straight, the brave, 
The hearts I lost my own to, 

The souls I could not save. 


recdi. 


doriejpastortJ. 
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Tlicj’ braced their belts about them, 

Tlie^' cross'd in ships the sea, 

'fijcj' sought and found six feet of ground, 
And tliere they died for me. 

A. Ilovimar), 


132 Eve to (Adam 

. . . With thee conversing I forget all time, 

All seasons and their change, nil please alike, 
Sweet is the breath of mom, her rising sweet, 

With charm of earliest Birds \ pleasant the Son 
llTien first on this dcliglrtful Land he spreads 
llis orient Beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower. 
Glistering wit!) dew ; fragrant tJic fertile earth 
After soft showers 5 and srrcct the coming on 
Of grateful Evening mild ; tiien silent Night 
With this her solemn Bird and tim fair Moon, 

And tliesc the Gems of Henv'n, her starry trdn. 
But ndther breath of Mom when she asccDds 
With charm of earliest Birds, norrising Sun 
On this delightful land, nor herb, fruit, flower, 
Glistering with dew, nor fragrance after show’Crs, 
Nor grateful Evening laild, nor silent Night 
With this her solemn Bird, nor walk by Moon, 

Or glittering Starlight vitliout thee is sweet. . ■ . 

Milton. 


^33 

When to the sessions of sweet silent tiiought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s wjiste i 

temoari JViUBioil aiWngii, boldine a jirirf aenion 
C 
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Then can I drown an cye» nnased to Sow, 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night, 
And weep afresh love’s long since cancelVd woe, 

And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight : 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoanhd moan, 

Which I new pay as if not pmd before. 

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 

All losses are restored and sorrows end. 

Shahspeare 

m 

Vims, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

I alone heweep my outcast state 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries 

And look upon myself and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featured like him, like him with friends possess’d, 
Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least } 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising. 
Haply I think on thee, —and then my state, 
like to the lark at break of day arisbg 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate ; 
For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings. 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 

Shakespeare. 

I3S From ‘Cirislakl’* 

Alas ! they had been friends in youth ; 

But whispering tongues can poison truth ; 

And constancy lives in lealins above ; 

And life is thorny ; and youth is vain ; 

Corfgone] that hare gone 1^. bootitis] piofitlesi. 



And to be woth with one we lore 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 

And thus it cltanccdi as I divine, 

With Roland and Sir Lcolinc. 

Each spake words of high disdain 
And insult to his heart’s best brother : 

Ihey parted— ne’er to meet again ! 

But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining— 

Tliey stood aloof, the scars rernfuning. 

Like cliffs that had been rent asunder ; 

A dreary sea now flows bcUrccn 
But ncitlicr heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 

Shall wholly do away, I ween, 

The marks of that wliich once hath been. . . , 
Ceienige. 


136 ‘Brutus anil Cassius 

From Jsliai Cater, Act IV, 

SCENE in. Brotus' Tent 
EtiUr Brotos and Cassius. 

Gas. That you have vrrong’d me doth appear in this t 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 

Wherein my letters, praying on his side, 

Because I knew the man, were slighted oIT. 

Bru. You tyrong'd yourself to write in such a case. 
Cas. In such a time as ^lis it is not meet 
That every nice offence should hear his comment. 

Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm ; 

To sell and mart your oiSccs for gold 
To undeservers. 

ra&Tt] mnrket, make meretiuidiio 0!. 
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C.»5. I an itching ptiltn I 

Yon kiofT that you are Bratus that spaahs this, 

Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bbu. The name of Qissius honours this corruptioD, 
And chastisement doth therefore hide Ws bead. 

Gas. Chastisement \ 

Ban. Bemembcr March, the ides of hfarch re- 
member: 

Did not great Julius bleed for justice* sahe ? 

BTiat rillain touch'd his body, that did stab, 

And not for justice ? "What, shall one of ns, 

That struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers, shall wc now 
Contaminate our fiugcis with base bribes, 

And sell the mighty space of our large honoura 
For so much trash as may be grasp^ thus ? 

T had rather be a dog, and bay the moon. 

Than such a Roman. 

Gas. Bratus, bay not me ; 

I 'll cot endure it : you forget yourself, 

To hedge me in ; I am a solder, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditioos. 

Bru. Go to ; you are not, Cassius. 

Gas. I am. 

Bbo. I say you arc not. 

Gas. Urgemenomorcjlshallforgetinyself; 

Have mind upon your bealtb, tempt me no farther. 
Bbu. Away, shght man I 
Gas. Is ’ t postible ? 

Bbu. Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 

ShaD I be frighted when a madman stares ? 

Gas. 0 ye gods, ye gods I must I endure all this ? 
Bru. All this ? ay, more : fret till your proud heart 
break; 



Go siiow your slaves how choleric you ore, 

And make your bondmen brenbk. Must I budge } 
Must I observe you ? must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? By the gods, 

You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 

Though it do split you ; for, from this day forth, 

I ’ll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 

When you are waspish. 

Cas. Is it come to this ? 

Biui. You say you arc a better soldier ; 

Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true, 

And it shafl please me well ; for mine own part, 

I shall be glad to leam of noble men. 

0a3. You wvong me every way ; you wrong me, 
Brutus; 

I said, an elder solder, not a better : 

Did I say, better ? 

Brd. Ifyoudiilcarenot. 

Gas. When Cssar lived, he durst not thus have moved 
me. 

Buti. Peace, peace ! you durst not so have tempted 
him. 

Cas. I durst not I 
Bnu. No. 

Cas. What 1 durst not tempt him ! 

Bnu. For your life you durst not 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love ; 

I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bnu. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 

For I am arm’d so strong in honesty 
That they pass by me as the idle wind, 

Wiiich I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, irfiich you denied me *. 

For I can tdse no money by vile means t 

supesb fiOtltesAvd luit. 
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By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to ming 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash 
By any indirection : I send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 

Which you denied me : was that done like Cassius ? 
Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so ? 

When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 

To lock such rascal counters from lus friends, 

Be ready, gods, with all yoor thunderbolts, 

Dash him to pieces I 
Cas. I denied you not. 

Brt3. You ^d. 

Ca 3 . I did not: he was but a fool 

That brought my answer back. Brutus hath rived my 
heart: 

A friend should hear his friend’s infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you praefee them on me. 

Cas. You love me not. 

Bao. I do not like your faults. 

Oas. a friendly eye could never sec such faults. 

Bru. a flatterer’s would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Oljmpus. 

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 

For Cassius is aweary of the world ; 

Hated by one he loves ; braved by his brother ; 
Check’d like a bondman ; all Ids faults observed, 

Set in a notebook, learn' d, and conn’ d by rote, 

To cast into my teeth. 0, 1 could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes I There is my dagger. 

And here my nal;ed breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutns’ nune, richer riian gold : 

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forA 5 

ladliMtion] crooked cobtici. to lock] to lock. 
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I, that denied thee gold, will give my licnrt ; 

StrikCi thou didst at Cesar ; fo: I know, 

When thoQ didst hate him tvorst, tliou lovcist him 
better 

I’han ever thou kvedst Cassius. 

Bnu. Shcatlie your dagger : 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 

Do wbat you will, dishonour shall he humour. 

0 Cassius, you arc yoktd uitli n lamb 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire, 

Who, mucli enforeJid, shows a has^ spark 
And Etraiglit is cold again. 

Oas. Hath Cassius lived 

To be but mirth and laughter to liis Brutus, 

When grief and blood ill-tcmpcr’d vcxelh him ? 

Bau. When I spoke that, I was iil-tcmper'd too. 

0a3. Do you confess so mucli ^ Give me your hand. 
Bnu. And my heart too. 

Oas. 0 Brutus ! 

Bno. 's the matter f 

Oas. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When tliat rash humour whicli my motlicr gave me 
Mokes me forgetful f 

Bnu. Yes, Cassius 5 and from bcnceforth, 

When you are ove^ca^lcst with your Brutus, 

He 11 think your mother eludes, and leave you so. 

SAalc^care. 

137 Tk “Bying ^hdmior 

I see before roe the Glai’atwlic ; 

He leans upon his hand — his manly brow 
Consents to death, but conquers agony, 

And his droop'd head sinks gradually low- 

humour} Ihe nktUTAl Ventper thitt d man ii bom with. 
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And tbougb hia ride the last drops, ebbing slo^v 
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one, 

Like the first of a thunder-shower ; and now 
The arena swims around him— he is gone, 

Ere ceased the inhuman shout which hail’d the \'n:etch 
who won. 


He heani it, but he heeded not— his eyes 
Were with his heart, and that was far away ; 

He reck’d not of the life he lost, nor prize, 

But where his rude hut by the Dannbc lay, 

Thert were his young barbarians all at play, 

Thtrt was their Dacian mother— he, their sire, 
Butcher’d to make a Roman holiday !— 

All this rush’d with his blood— Shall he expire 
And unavenged ?— Arise 1 yc Golbs, and glut your 
iiel , . . 


138 

Ox Wenlock Edge Ae wood ’s in trouble 5 
His forest fleece the Wrekin heaves ; 

The gale, it plies the saplings double, 

And tluck on Severn snow the leaves. 

Twould blow like this through holt and hanger 
When Uricon the stood ; 

'Tis the old wind in the old anger, 

But then it thresh’d another wood. 

Then, ’twas before my time, the Roman 
At yonder hearing MD would stare : 

The blood that warms an English yeoman, 

The thoughts that hnrt him, they were there. 
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Tlicrc, like the wind tlirongli woods in riot, 
Tlirough him the gnlc of life blew high ; 
The tree of mrm was never quiet i 
Then 'twas the Roman, now 'tis I. 

Tlie gnlc, it plies the saplings double, 

It blows so hard, ’twill soon be gone : 
To-daj the Roman and his trouble 
Arc ashes under Uricon. 

A. E. Housmarii 


139 Prophecy 

From Sail 

For I dipt into the future, far as human eye could see, 

Saw tlie Vision of the world, nnd ah the wonder that 
would be j 

Saw the licavens fill with coroincrce, argosies of magic 
sails, 

Pilots of the purple tnillght, dropping down with costly 
bales; 

Heard the heavens fill iritli shouting, and there rain'd 
n ghastly dew 

From the nations' airy navies grappling in the central 
blue; 

Far along the world*wide whisper of tlie south-wind 
rushing wnmi, 

With the standards of the peoples plun^g thro* the 
thunderstorm ; 

Till tlie war-drum tlirobb'd no longer, and the battle- 
flags were furl'd 

In'tijc Parliament of man, tire Federation of the 
world. . . 

Temyion, 1842. 
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14 °* On first looking into Cbapman^s 
Homer 

Much have I travcH’d in the realms of gold. 

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen ; 
Hound many western islands have I been 
“Winch bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 
That deep-brow’d Homer inled as his demesne ; 
Yet did I never breadic its pure serene 
Till I heard Chapman speak oat loud and bold : 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken ; 

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific— and all his men 
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise— 

Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 

Kiats^ 


14 ^ Cargoes 

QuiKonEiiEiiE of Nineveh from distant Ophir 
Sowing home to haven in sunny Palestine, 

With a cargo of ivory 
And apes and peacocks, 

Sandalwood, cedarwood, and sweet white wine. 

Stately Spanish galleon coming from the Isthmus, 
Dipping through the Tropics by the palm-green shores 
With a cargo of diamonds, 

Emeralds, amethysts, 

Topazes, and cinnamon, and gold moidorcs. 

Qab.qoereme] & (hip irith fin tink* c( car*. 
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Dirty British coaster xrifli a salt-caktd stnoke-steck 
Butting through the Channel in the mud Marcli days 
With ti cargo of coal, 

Road roils, pig-lead, 

Firewood, ironware, and cheap tin trays. 

John Mai^ld. 


I'be 01 J Ships 

I luvE seen old ships sail like swans asleep 
Beyond the village wliich men still call Tyre, 

With leaden age o’crcargo'd, dipping deep 
For Famagusta and the liiddcn sun 
That rings black Cyprus with a lake of fire ; 

And all those ships were certainly so old 
Who knows how oft with squat and noisy gun, 
Questing brown slaves or Syrian oranges, 

TIjc pirate Genoese 

Hell-ralied them till they toll'd 

Blood, water, fruit and corpses up the hold. 

But now through friendly sens they softly run. 
Painted the mid-sea blue or slwrc-sea green, 

Still pattern’d with the vine and grapes in gold. 

But I have seen 

Pointing her shapely shadows from the dawn 
And image tumbled on a rose-swept bay 
A drowsy ship of some yet older day ; 

And, wonder’s breath indrawn. 

Thought I— who knows— who knows— but in that lame 
(Fish'd up beyond iErai, patch’d up new 
-~Sttm painted brighter blue—) 

That talkative, bald-beuded seaman came 
(Twelve patient comrades sweating at the om) 

From Troy’s doom-crimson shore, 

teaiBtial 
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And Tirith great lies about bis vrooden horse 
Set the cre\7 langhmg andfo\^ot his course. 

It ■was so old a ship— who knows, who knows ? 
—And yet so b^ulaful, I watch’d in. vain 
To see the mast burst open with a rose, 

And the -whole deck put on its leaves again. 

flecicr. 


The -world is too much with us ; late and soon, ‘ 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers t 
Little we see in ISature that is ours ; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon ! 
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon ; 

The winds that -a-ill be howling at all houn, 

And are up*gather’d now lOcc slewing flowers \ 
For this, for everything, wc are out of tune ; 

It moves us not.— Great God 1 I ’d rather be 
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn ; 

So nught I, standing on ttus pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn ; 
Have sight of Proteus rising ftom the sea ; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathfed bom. 

IVordsn'ort/i 


144 Song 

I 

^nuLY, rardy, comest thou, 
Spirit of Delight 1 
Wherefore hast thou left me now 
Many a day and night ? 

Many a weary night and day 
Us since thou art fled away. 
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n 

Hp^ shall ever one like me 
Win thee back again ? 

With the joyous aid the free 
Thou wilt scoff at pain. 

Spirit false ! thou hast forgot 
AU but tliose who need thee not. 

ra 

As a lizard with the shade 
Of a trembling leaf, 

Thou ulth sorrow art dismay'd ; 

Even the sighs of grief 
Beproach thee, that thoo art not near, 
And reproadi thou wilt not hear. 

nr 

Let me set my moomful ditty 
To ft merry measure } 

Thou wilt never come for pity, 

Thou wilt come for pleasure } 

Pity then will cut away 

Those cruel wings, and thou ^’filt stay. 


I love all that thou lovcst, 

Spirit of Delight 1 

The fiesh Earth in new leaves dress'd. 
And the starry n^ht ; 

Autumn evening, and the mom 
When the goldoi mists are bora. 

VI 

I love snow, and all the forms 
Of the radiant firost ; 
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I love waves, and winds, and storms. 
Everything almost 
Which is Nature's, and may be 
Untainted by man’s niiseiy. 

vn 

I love tranquil solitude, 

And such society 
As is quiet, wise, and good ; 

Between thee and me 
Wliat difference ? but thou dost possess 
The things I seek, not love them less. 

vm 

I love Love— though he has wings, 

And like light can flee, 

But above all other things, 

Spirit, 1 love thee— 

Thou art love and life I Oh, come, 
Make once more my heart thy home. 


145 ' S/Luak 

1 

I PAKT for the music which is divine, 

My heart in its thirst is a dying flower ; 

Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine, 
Ixtoscn the notes in a silver shower ; 
like a herbless plain, for the gentle rmn, • 

I gasp, I faint, till th^ wake again. 

n 

Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound, 
More, oh more,— I am thirsting vet ; 

It loosens the serpent whidi care has bound 
Upon my heart to stifle it ; 



Tlie di'iSoU'ing strain, thtoagli every vein, 
Pa^es into my heart and brain. . . . 

Shelley. 


146 Ode to the West Wind 

1 

0 WILD West Wind, tliou breath of Autumn’s being, 
Thou, from whose nnscen presence the leaves dend 
Arc driven, like ghosts from on cDclmnter fleeing, 

VcUow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pcrtilencc-strickcn mulUtudca : 0 thou, 

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

Hie iringid seeds, where they lie cold and low, 

Each like a corpse within Its grave, until 
'Thine raurt sister of the Spring shall blow 

Her clarion o'er the dreaming cartli, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 

With living hues and odours plain ond hill : 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere } 

Destroyer and preserver ; hear, 0 hear I 

H 

Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky’s commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves arc shed, 
Shook fmm the tangled boughs of Heaven ond Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning : tiierc arc spread 
On the blue surface of thine a€ry surge, 

Like the bright hiur uplifted from the head 

ibookj ihakta. 
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Of some fierce Manad, even from the dim verge 
Of the horaon to the zemth’s height, 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of tlie dying year, to vrhich frns closing night 
\Yill be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 

Vaulted ■with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours, from -whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and luul will burst t 0 hear t 

in 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mechterranean, where he lay, 

Lull’d by the coil of his ciystahine streams. 

Beside a pumice isle in Bairn’s bay, 

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them 1 Thoo 
For whose path the Atlantic s level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while for below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow pray -with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves : 0 hear t 


IV 

If I were a dead leaf thou mi^test bear ; 

If I were a swift clond to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
MffEftdlftfcdpneftess of liwctmi. 
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The lrnpul'!C of tliy strength, on!y less free 
Tlnu) tlion, 0 unconlfollftblel If even 
I were as in ray boyhood* Mid could be 

Hie comrade of Ihy wandcringB over Heaven, 

As tlicn, when to ouUlrip thy shicy speed 
Scarce seemed a vision ; I would nc er have strirea 

As thus with Uicc in prayer in ray sore need. 

0 lift me as n wave, a leaf, a dond 1 

1 fall upon tlic tlioms of life I I bleed I 

A heavy weight of hours has chain’d and bow’d 
One too like thee ; tameless, and swift, and proofi. 

V 

Make me thy Ipe, even as the forest is t 
M’hat if my leaves arc falling like its own I 
Tlie tumult of thy migh^ Uamomes 

Will take from both a deep, autumnal lone, 

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit I Be thou me, impetuous one I 

Drive my dead thoughts over the uaiverse 
Like witlicr’d leaves to quicken a new birth ! 

And, by the incantation of this verse, 

Scatter, as from an unextinguish’d iiearth 
Ashes trad spaihs, my words among mankind I 
Be tlirougb my lips to unawaken'd earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy ! 0 Wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? 

SheUiy, 


h 
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147 Oie on a Qrecian TJrn 

I 

Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness, 

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time, 

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 
A Sowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme ; 

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady ? 

What men or gods are these ? What maidens loth ? 
What mad pursuit ? What struggle to escape ? 

What pipes and timbrels ? ^at wild ecstasy ? 

n 

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Arc sweeter ; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on \ 

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d, 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone : 

Pair youth, beneath the trees, ihou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those bees be bare ; 

Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 

Though winning near the goal— yet, do not grieve *, 
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair I 

in 

Ah, happy, happy boughs ! that cannot shed 
Yoor leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu ; 

And, happy melodist, unweariid, 

For ever piping songs for ever new j 
More happy love ! more happy, happy love I 
For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d, 

Tempe]*. 



For ever panting, and for ever young } 

All breathing human passion for above, 

That leaves a heart lugh-sorroirful and cloy’d, 

A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 

iv 

^Tio we these coming to the sacrifice ? 

To vrhat green altar, 0 mysterious priest, 

Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

And all her sillceo flanks witli garlands drest ? 
What little town by river or sea shore, 

Or meuntain-huilt with pcoc^ul citadel. 

Is emptied of its folk, tins pious mom ? 

And, little town, thy streets for evermore 
Will silent be i and not a soul to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return. 

T 

0 Attic shape 1 Fair attitude I with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought, 

With forest branches and the trodden weed } 

Thou, silent form, dost tease ns out of thought 
As doth eternity : Cold Pastoral I 
When old age shall this generation waste. 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of otiier woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st, 
' Beauty is truth, truth beauty,’— that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 

Keai^. 


brede] braid, ctrtendrty, band of omameDt 
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148 Farewell* 

Look thy last on dl things loselyi 
Every hour. Let no night 
Seal thy sense in deathly slumber 
TB to delight 

Thon have paid thy utmost blessing ; 

Since that all things tbon ^vonld st praise 
Beauty took &om tiiose who loved them 
In other dap. 

Walter de la iUare, 


Beeae, break, break, 

On thy cold gray stones, 0 Sea I 

And I ^ould tiiat my tongne could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 

0 ^eil for the fisherman’s boy, 

That he shouts with his sister at play I 

0 well for the sailor lad, 

That he dngs in his boat on the bay ! 

And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill ; 

But 0 for the touch of a vanished hand, 

And the sound of a voice that is still 1 

Break, break, break, 

At the foot of tiiy crags, 0 Sea 1 

But the tender grace of a day that is dead 
WiD never come back to me. 

Toin^son, 
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ISO 7ht Light of Other Dayt 

Oft in the stilly night 
Ere slombcrs chain has bound mci 
Fond Memory briogs the light 
Of other days aronnd me ; 

Ihe smiles, the tears 
Of boyhood’s years, 

The svords of love tiien spoken ; 
The eyes tliat shone, 

Now dimm'd and gone, 

The cheerful hearts now broken I 
Thus in the stilly niglit 
Ere slumber’s cliatn has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


When I remember all 
The friends so link’d together 
I Ve seen aronnd me fall 
Like leaves In irintry weather, 

I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquetdioll deserted, 
Whose lights arc fled, 

Whose garlands dead, 

And all but he deported ! 

Thus in the stiOy ni^ht 
Ere slumber’s chain boa bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days aronnd me. 


Moon. 
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151 * Elegy in a Country Churchyard 

Tra rarfcw tolls the kndl of porting dny, 

The lowing herd Trind slowly o’er the lea, 

The plowman horaeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 

And all the mr a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels liis droning flight, 

And drowsy tinkling lull the distant folds : 

Save that from yonder ivy*mantled tower 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of snch as wand'ring near her secret bower 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 

The rude Forefathers of the hamlet sleep . 

The breezy call of mccnse-brcathlng Mom, 

The swallow twitt’ring from the straw-built shed, 
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing bom, 

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall bum, 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care i 
No children nm to lisp their sire’s return, 

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke ; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 

How bow’d the woods beneath their sturdy stroke ! 
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Let mt Affibitm mock -Acw useful toil, 

Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 

Nor Grandeur bear -vrilh a ^sdainM smile 
The sliort and simple annals of the poor. 

Tlie boast of hcraldrj’, the pomp of po^YC^, 

And all tlint beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour : 

ITjc paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, yc Proud, impute to Tliese the fault, 

If Memory o'er tlicir tomb no trophies raise, 

UTiere tlirough the long-drawn aisle .and fretted vault 
Tlie pealing anthem swells the note of prtusc. 

Can storied um or .animated bust 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust, 

Or Flattery soothe the dull cold car of Death } 

Perhaps in this neglected spot Is laid 
Some heart once pregnant •nilh celestial fire ; 

Hands tlint the tod of empire might have sway'd, 

Or waked to ecstasy tiie living lyre : 

But Knowledge to thdr eyes her ample page 
Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll ; 

Chili Penuiy repress'd their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfatliom’d caves of ocean bear : 

Full many a flower is bom to blush unseen, 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

fretted} camn. 

Btoried utaj fopukliral am inaoribed with epitoph. 
naimalcdl liie-Uka. pioroke] «call to life- 
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Some village-Hampdcn, that vith dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields widistood, 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 

Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood. 


Th' applatwe of list’mng senates to command, 

The threats of pain and ruin to despise, 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land, 

And read thmr history in a nation’s eyes. 

Their lot forbad : nor circumscribed alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined J 
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne, 

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 

{The straggling pangs of consaons truth to hide, 

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incense kindled at the Muse s dame.] 


Far from the madding crowd s ignoble strife, 
Thwr sober wishes never le<im’d to stray j 
Along the cool sequester'd vale of life 



[Tct ev’n these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial stall erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.] 

Their name, their years, spdt hy th’ unletter’d Muse, 
The place of fame and elegy supply ; 

And many a holy text around she strews 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 
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{For •ffho, to dumb Fo^etfulness a prcj, 

Tills pleasing aorious bdng e’er resign’d, 

Left the 'irarm predneb of the cheerful day, 

Nor cast one longing lingering look beliind ? 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 

Some pious drops the closing eye requires ; 

Ev’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 

Et’d; in onr ashes live their wonted fires.] 

For thee, who, mindful of th'unhonour'd Dead, 
Dost in these lines theJr artless tale relate ; 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 

Some kindred ^irit shall inquire thy fatcr- 

Haply some hoaiy-bcaded swain may say, 

‘ Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 

Brushing with hasty steps the dews away 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 

' There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes Its old fantastic roots so high, 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

‘ Hard by yon wood, now snuling as in scorn, 
Mutt’ring his wayward fandes he would rove, 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

Or crazed with care, or cross’d in hopeless love. 

‘ One mom I miss'd him on the custom’d hill, 

Along the heath, and near his favourite tree ; 

Another came ; nor yet b^de the rill, 

Nor up the lawn, not at the wood was he ; 

For thoe, who] th« poet la theoa Iiacs]ih» Elecj. 
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The next, wth dirges due in sad array 
Slow through the church-tray path we saw him 
borne:— 

Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.' 

The Epitaph 

Here tests his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth, to Fortune and to Fame unhnotvn } 

Fair Science frown’d not on his bumble birth, 

And Melancholy mark’d him for her own. 


Large was Hs bonnty, and his soul sincere ; 

Heaven did & recompense as largely send : 

He gave to Misery all be had, a tear. 

He gain'd from Hehven, ’twas all he wish’d, a friend. 

Ko farther seek his menis to ^close, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(Tbeie they alike in trembhng hope repose,) 
Thehosom of lus Father andlus God. 

Grapt 1V50. 


iS2 Written in ^rtbampton County 
(Asylum 

I AM I yet what I am who cates, or knows ? 

My friends forsake me like a memory lost 
I am the self-consumer of my woes ; 

They rise and vanish, an oblivious host, 
Shadows of life, whose very soul is lost. 

And yet I am— I live— though 1 am toss’d 
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Into the nothingness of scorn and noise, 

Into the living sea of waking dream, 

Where there is neither sense of life, nor joys. 

But the huge shipwreck of my own esteem 
And all that ’s dear. Even those I loved the best 
Are strange— nay, they are stranger than the rest. 

I long for scenes where mun has never trod— 

For scenes where woman never smiled or wept— 
There to abide with my Creator, God, 

And sleep ns I in childhood sweetly slept, 

Full of high thoughts, unborn. So let me lie,— 
The grass below ; above, tiie vaulted sky. 

Clare. 

153 ^ 

Wkv fadest thou in deatii, 

Oh yellow wanii^ tree I 
Gentle is autumn’s breath, 

And green the oak by thee. 

But with each wind that sighs 

The leaves from thee take wing ; 

And bore thy brandies rise 
Above their drifted ring. 

jDixon. 

154 Stanzas written in dejection near 

S^ples* 

I 

The gun is warm, tiie sky is clear. 

The waves arc dancing fest and bright, 

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 
The purple noon's txaiKpaient might, 
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The breath of the moist earth is light 
Aroimd its nnexpandcd bods ; 

Like many a Toicc of one delight, 

The winds, the birds, the ocean floods. 

The City’s voice itself, is soft like Solitude’s. 

n 

I see the Deep's untramplcd floor 
With green and purple seaweeds strown ; 

I see the waves upon the shore, 

Like light dissolved in staMhowers, thrown : 

I sit upon the sands alone 
The lightning of the noontide ocean 
Is flashing round me, and a tone 
Arises fl'om its measured motion, 

How sweet ! did aay heart now share in my emotion. 

in 

Alasl Ihavenorhopenorhealth, 

Nor peace within nor calm around, 

Nor that Conteut surpassing wealth 
The sage in meditation found, 

And walk’d with inward glorv crown'd— 

No: fame, nor power, not love, nor leisure. 

Others I see whom these surroond— 

Smiling they live, and call life pleasure j— 

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure. 

nr 

Yet now despair itself is mild, 

Even as the winds and waters are ; 

I could lie down like a tired diild, 

And weep away the life of care 
^liich I have borne and ^t must bear, 
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death like sleep ateal on me, 

And I might feci in the waxm air 
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o’er my djing brain its last monotoiiy’ • • > 
Shslliy. 


ISS* To Slight 

I 

Swiftly walk o'er the western wate, 
Spirit of Ni^ht ! 

Ont of the misty eastern cave, 

Where, all the long and lone daylight, 
Thou ATOTcst dreams of joy and fear, 
Which make thee terrible And dcatr- 
Swift be thy flight 1 

II 

Wrap thy form in a mantle gray, 
Sta^inwrought I 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day » 
Kiss her until she be wearied out, 

Then wander o'er dty, and sea, and la^d, 
Touching all with thine opiate wand— 
Come, long-sought 1 

III 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sigh’d for thee ; 

When hght rode lugh, and the dew was 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 
And the weary Day turn’d to his rest. 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sigh'd for thee, 
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IT 

Thy brother Death came, and cried, 
Wouldst tiiou me ? 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed, 
Murmur’d like a noontide bee, 

Sliall I nestle near thy side ? 

Wouldst thou me ?— And I replied, 
No, not thee ! 


Death will come when thou art dead, 

Soon, too soon— 

Sleep wll come when thou art fied ; 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, belovfed Night— 

S^ift be thine approaching flight, 

Come soon, soon ! 

Sklles. 


15 ® Odt to a 3 ^gbt'mgale 

I 

Mv heart aches, and a drow^ numbness pains 
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
One minute past, and Lefhe-watds had sunk : 
’Ds not through envy of thy happy lot, 

Bat being too happy in thine happiness,— 
That tl'ou, light-wingfed Dryad of the trees, 
In some mdodious plot 
Of heechenvneen, and shadows numheiless, 
Singcst oi'^summer in full-throated ease. 
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n 

0 for a draught of vintage ! that hatli been 
Cool’d a long age in the dccp-delvhd earth, 

Tasting of Flora and the country green, 

Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt mirlb i 
0 for a bealrer full of the n-arm South, 

Full of the true, the blusljful Hippocrene, 

With beaded bubbles vrinking at the briin, 

And purple-staintd mouth ; 

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
And thee fade away into tlie forest dim : 

m 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
What thou among the leaves hast never known, 

The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
Here, where men sit and hear end) other groan ; 
Wierc palsy shakes a few, sad, lost gray liairs, 

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-tliin, and dies ; 
Where but to think is to be full of soirow 
And lcaden*eycd despairs, 

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 

Or new Love pine at them beyond to*niwTow. 

IV 

Away ! away I for I will fly to thee, 

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 

But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards ; 
Already with thee J tender is the night, 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays ; 

But here there is no light, 

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
'Phrough verdurous glooms andwinding mossy ways. 

EDppoenme] *• 
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V 

1 camjot see wKat flowers are at my feet, 

Nor what soft iocense bangs upon the boughs, 

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild ; 

White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ; 
Fast-fading violets cover’d up in leaves ; 

And mid-May’s eldest diild, 

The coining musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 

n 

Darkling I listen *, and for many a time 
I have been half in love with easeful Death, 

Call'd him soft names in a mus^d rhyme, 

To take into the air my quiet breath ; 

Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 

To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasy 1 

Stih wouidst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 

To thy lugh requiem become a sod. 

TII 

Thou wast not bom for death, immortai Bird 1 
No hungry generations tread thee down ; 

The voice i hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days 1^ emperor and clown ; 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
She stood in team amid the alien com *, 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in feery l^ds forlorn. 
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Tin 

Forlorn I the Toy word is like a bell 
To toll me bock ftom tlicc to mj- sole self, 
Adieu 1 the fancy cannot client so well 
As she is famed to do, dccciring elf. 

Adieu I adieu I thy pkintirc nnthem fades 
Fast the near mendows, occr the still strem, 
Up tlic hill-side ; and now 'tis buried deep 
Jfi the next vallcj-gladcs : 
as it a vision or a waking dream ? 

Fled is that music :-Do I wake or sleep ? 

Keah. 


Into mj heart an air that kills 
From yon far country blows i 
^Tint are Uiosc blue remember’d hills, 
What spires, what farms are those ? 


That is the land of lost content, 

I see it sldning plain, 

The happy highways where I went 
And cannot come again. 

4. E. Hoiaman. 

Music, when soft voices die, 

Vibrates in themcmoiy— 

Odours, when sweet violets sicken, 

Live Mithin the sense they quicken. 

Hose leaves, when the rose is dead, 

Are heap’d for the belovid's bed j 
And so thy thoughts, T^cn thou art gone, 
Love itself shall slumber on. 

Shelly, 

H 
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159 * of Lotos-Eaters 

1 

There is sweet music lierc that softer falls 
Than petals from bloirn roses on tlie grass, 

Or nighb^e\ys on still waters between walls 
Of sllado^'iy granite, in a gleaming pass ; 

Music that gcntlicr on the spirit lies 
Tlinn tir’d eyelids upon tir’d eyes ; 

Music tliat brings sweet sleep down from the blissful 
skies. 

Here are cool mosses deep, 

And tbro’ the moss the ivies creep, 

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep, 

And from the craggy ledge the poppy bangs in sleep, 

o 

Vfhy arc we weigh’d upon with heaviness, 

And utterly consumed ivith sharp distress, 
all things else have rest from weariness ? 

All things have rest : why should wc toil alone, 

We only toil, who arc de first of things, 

And make perpetual moan, 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown : 

Nor ever fold our wings, 

And cease from wanderings, 

Nor steep our brows in slumber’s holy balm ; 

Not barken wbat tiie inner spirit sings, 

‘ There is no joy but calm ! ’ 

Why should wc only tofl, the roof and crown of t h io gg ? 

3 

Lo! in the middle of the wood, 

The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud 
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Witli winds upon the brancli, and there 
Grows green and broad, end takes no care, 
Sun-steep’d at noon, and vx the moon 
Nightly dew-fed ; and turning yellow 
Falls, and 6oats adown the 
Lo ! sweeten’d with the sununcr light, 

The full-juiced apple, waring oveMncllow, 
Drops in a silent autumn night. 

All its allotted length of days, 

Tlie flower ripens in its place, 

Bipens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil, 
Fast-rooted in the froitful soil. 


4 

Hateful is the dark-blue sky, 

Vaulted o’er the dark-blue sea. 

Death is the end of life ; all, why 
Sliould life all labour be ? 

Let us alone. Time driveth onw.ird fast, 

And in a little wiiilc our lips ore dumb. 

Let us alone. What is it that will last ? 

All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Post. 

Let us alone. tVliat pleasure can wc have 
To war with evil ? Is there any pence 
In ever climbing up the cllmhing wave ? 

All things liavc rest, and ripen toward Uic grave 
In silence ; ripen, fall, and cease : 

Give us long rest or dcalli, dark death, or dreamful me. 


5 

How sweet it ivcre, hearing the dowrjivnrd stream, 
W'ith half-shut eyes ever to seem 
Falling asleep in a half-dream ! 
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To dream and dream, like yonder amber light, 
Wliich vnll not leave the mynb-busli on the height J 
To hear each others whisper’d speech ; 

Eating the Lotos day by day, 

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach, 

And tender curving lines of creamy spray ; 

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of raild-nunded melancholy ; 

To muse and brood and live again in memory, 

With those old faces of onr infancy 
Heap’d over with a mound of grass, 

Two handfuls of white dust, shat in an um of brass. 


6 

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives, 

And dear the last embraces of our wives 

And their warm tears : but all hath suffer’d change ; 

For surely now our household hearths are cold : 

Our sons inherit us : our looks arc strange t 
And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy. 

Or else the island princes over-bold 

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings 

Before them of the ten years' war in Troy, 

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things. 

Is there confusion in the little isle ? 

Let what is broken so remain. i. 

The Gods arc hard to reconcile : 

’Tis hard to settle order once again. 

There it confusion worse than death, 

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 

Long labour unto aged breath, 

Sore task to hearts worn out by many wars 
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars. 

Lotos] iiplaBt in Ilomor'v legend whoas fruit produced drearclBew 
Md Idllcd desire of liome. 
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T 

But, propk on beds of amaranth and moly, 

How sweet (;Yliilc warn airs loll us, blomng lowly) 
With half-dropt cydids still, 

Beueftth a heaven dark and holy, 

To watch the long bright river drawing slowly 
His waters from the purple hill— 

To hear the dewy echoes calling 

From cave to cave thro’ the thick-tmufed riue— 

To watch the emerald-colour 'd water falling 
Thro’ many a wov’n acenthus-weath divine I 
Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine, 

Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneatlj tliepinc. 


The Lotos blooms below the barren peak : 

Tlw l/itos bloYTS by every winding creek ; 

All day the uiod breathes low nith mellower tone i 
Thro’ every hollow cave and alley lone 
Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos-dust 
is blown. 

We have had enough of acfa’on, and of motion we, 
Roll’d to starboard, toll’d to larboard, when the surge 
was seething free, 

Where the wallo\ring monster spouted his foam- 
fountains in the sea. 

Let us swear an oath and kcq) it with an equal mind, 
In the hollow Lotos-land to live and he reclined 
On the hills like Gods t<^etl)cr, careless of mankind. 
For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurl'd 
Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are lightly 
curl’d 

Round their golden houses, ghdled vrith the gleaming 
world ; 

ft ffibalons flower. 

inolj] th» herb jivtn ;o tJifnes m o oiiarm ajamei Circr ’« wlCcbcrift. 
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Where they smile in secret, lookiDg over wasted lands, 
BUght and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring 
deeps and fiery sands, 

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinBng ships, 

' and praymg hands. 

But thev smile, they find a music centred in a doleful 
song 

Steaming up, a lamentafioo and an ancient tale of 
wrong, 

Like a tale of little meaning tho' the words are strong ; 
Chanted from an ill-used race of men that cleave the soil, 
Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil, 
Storing yearly little dues of wheat and mne and oE ; 
Till they perish and they suffqr-^oinc, 'tis whisper’d— 
down in hell 

Suffer endless anguish, others h Blysian valleys dwell, 
Besting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel. 

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore 
Than labour in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave 
and oat *, 

Oh rest ye, brother mariners, we nill not wander more . 

Tompson, 1832. 


i6o 

Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea, 
Thy tribute wave deliver : 

Ko more by thee my steps shall be, 
For ever and for erer. 

Flow, softly flow, by and lea, 
A rivulet then a river ; 

'Nowhere by tiice my steps shall be, 
For ever and for ever. 


’ptodfl] tbe flower of the Elrsian fieBc. 
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But here \vill sigh thine alder tree, 

And here thine aspen shiver ; 

And here by ttee will hum the hee, 

For ever and for ever* 

A thousand suns will stream on thee, 

A thousand moons will qinver ; 

But not by thee my steps shall be, 

For ever and for ever. 

Teniym. 

i6l The Lake Isle of Innisfree 

1 \viu< taise and go now, and go to Innisfree» 

And a small cabin bufld there, of clay and wattles made j 
Nine bean-rows wiU I have tiiere, a hive for the boDcy- 
face. 

And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes 
dropping slow, 

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the 
cricket sings ; 

There midnight ’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow. 
And evening full of tlic h'lmet s wings. 

I will arise and go now, for always night^and day 
I hear ialce-water lapping with low sounds by the shore ) 
Wlule J stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 
I hew it in the deep heart’s core, 

IK B. YcaU, 


162 To the Tip. F. V. Maurice 

Come, wlien no graver cares employ, 
Godfatlier, come and see your boy : 

Vour presence wiD be sun in winter. 
Maldng thebltle wie leap for joy. 
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For, being of that honest few, 

Who p7e the Fiend himself his due, 

Should eighty*thottsand college-coundls 
Thnnder ‘ Anathema,’ friend, at you ; 

Should all our churchmen foam in spite 
At you, so careful of the right, 

Yet one lay-heart would give you welcome 
(Take it and come) to the Isle of Wight ; 

Where, far from noise and smoke of town, 

I watch the twilighFfalUng brown 
All round a careless-order’d garden 
Close to the ridge of a noble down. 

You ’ll bare no scandal while you dine, 

But honest talk and wholesome wine, 

And only hear riie magpie gossip 
Garrulous under a roof of pine : 

For groves of pine on either band, 

To break the blast of winter, stand ; 

And further on, the hoary Channel 
Tumbles a billow on chalk and sand | 

Where, if below the milky steep 
Some ship of batfle slowly creep, 

And on thro’ zones of h'ght and shadow 
Glimmer away to the lonely deep, 

We n^ght ^cuss the Northern sin 
Which made a selfish war begin } 

Dispute the drims, arrange the chances ; 
Emperor, Ottoman, which shnT) win ; 

Or whether war’ s aven^ng rod 
Shall lash all Europe into blood ; 

Tin you should turn to dearer matters, 
Dear to the man that is dear to God ; 
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Ho’sr best to help the slender store, 

How mend the dvrelUngs, of the poor ; 

How gain in life, es Ufe advances, 

Valour and ebari^ more and more. 

Come, Maurice, come : the lft\Tn as yet 
Is hoar vrjth rime, oi spongy-wet ; 

But when the wreath of March lias blossom’d, 
Crocus, anemone, violet, 

Or Inter, pay one riat here. 

For those are few we hold as dear ; 

Nor pay but one, bat come for many, 

Many and many a happy year. 

Tenn^iO!), 3B54-, 


!63 Tie ^ngjskr 

It was the Rainbow gave thee birth, 

And left thee all her lovely hues { 

And, as her mothers name was Tears, 

So runs it in tliy blood to choose 
For haunts \ht lonely pools, and keep 
Id company with trees that weep. 

Go you and, with such glorious hues, 

Live with prond Peacocks in green parks ; 
On lawns as smooth as shining glass, 

Let every feather diow its marks ; 

Get thee on boughs and clap thy mngs 
Before the windows of proud kings. 

Nay, lovely bird, thou art not vain ; 

Thou hast no proud ambitious mind : 

1 also love a qaiet j^ce 
That 's green, away from all mankind ; 

A lonely pool, and let a tree 
Sigh with her bosom over me. 

W. H. Davh. 
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i 64 To Lucasta, on Quing to the 
Jfnrs 

Thx me not, Sweet, I am nnldnd. 

That ftom the nunnery 
Of thy <J}aste breast and quiet mind 
To v;as and atois I fiy. 

Trae, a new mistress now I chase, 

The first foe in the field } 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A swordf a ioxsc/ a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 
As you too shall adore ; 

I could not love thee, Deaf} so much, 

Loved I not Honour mote. 

Loishoe 

165 The Volunteer 

' He leapt to anus unbidden, 

Unneeded, over-bold i 
His face by earth is hidden, 

IBs heart in carUi is cold. 

' Curse on the reckless daring 
That conld not wait the call, 

The proud fautastac bearing 
That would be first to fall 1 ’ 

0 tears of human passion, 

Blur not the nnage true ! 

This was not folly’s fasliion, 

This was the man we knew, 

Henry 2\?’ert>holll. 
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Her strong enchantments foiling, 

Her towers of fear in wreck, 

Her iimbcdcs dried of poisons 
And the knife at her neck, 

The Queen of air mid darkness 
Begins to shrill and cry, 

‘ 0 young man, 0 my slayer, 

To-mommr yon shall die.' 

0 Queen of rir and darlcoess, 

I think ’& truth you say, 

And I shall die to-morrow ; 

But yon will die to-day.' 

A. E, Houman. 


167 7 he Spirit's Warfare 

To find the Western path, 
lUght through the Gates of Wrath 
I urge ray way ; 

Sweet Mercy leads me on 
With soft repentant moan \ 

I sec the break of day. 

The war of swords and spears, 

Melted by dewy tears, 

Exh^es on high ; 

The Sun is freed from fears, 

And with soft grateful tears 
Ascenife the ^y. 

Blab. 


Uinbtc3:]=!v!eiDlKC^ tbawnalwcd lo diatlUltig. 
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i68 Son^ 

Soj 'll go M more a-tovin^ 

So laic into tlie niglit, 

Tho’ Uie heart he etill as loving 
A.nd tilt moon be still ns bright, 

For the sword oulwcftw its shcAth, 

And the fiool wean out tlic breast, 

And the heart roust pause to bTcathe, 

And love itself have rest. 

Tho’ the night was made for loving, 

And the day returns too soon, 

Yet we 'll go no mote a^roving 
By the light of the moon. 

Bj'rcjft. 


169 Napoleon's Foreviell 

FAiirwtix to the Land where the glooto of my Glory 
Arose and o'ershadow’d the earth with her name— 

She abandons me now— but the page of her story, 

The brightest or blackest, is fill’d with my fame. 

I have wan'd with a world wluch vanquish'd me only 
When the meteor of conquest allured me too far ; 

I have coped with nations which dread me thus 
lonely, 

The last single Captive to tmlUons in war. 

Farewell to thee, France ! when thy diadem crown’d me, 
I made thee the gem and the wonder of earth, — 

But thy weakness decrees 1 should leave as I found thee, 
Decay'd in thy glory, and sunk in tby worth. 

Oh ! for the veteran hearts that were wasted 
In strife with the storm, when their battles were won— 
Then the Eagle, whose gaze in that moment was blasted, 
Had still soar’d with ^cs fix’d on victory’s sun ! 
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Fmtrcll to thee, France I—but Trim Liberty rallies 
Once mote in. thy tegfons, temMobw roe then— 

Ihc violet still grows In the deplli of thy valleys ; 
Tliougli ■wither’d, thy tear trill enfold it again— 

Yet, yet I may baffle the hosts that surround ns, 

And yet may tliy heart leap awake to my voice— 
There arc links whidi must break in the chain that has 
bound us, 

Thai turn thee and call on the Chief of thy choice. 

B^ton, 1816 . 


170 Song from 'tAs Tou Lik It' 

Bww, blow, thou winter wind, 

Thou art not so unkiDd 
As man’s ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen, ' 

Althougli thy brcatli be rude. 

Heigh ho 1 sing, heigli bo I unto the green holly i 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly ; 
Then, heigh ho ! the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not bite so lugh 
As benefits forgot : 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember'd not. 

Heigh ho ! ring, heigh ho 1 unto the green holly t 
Most friendship is filing, most loving mete folly \ 
Then, heigh ho I theholly.l 
This life ft most jolly. 

Shaieiptare. 
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171 * 1 / ‘Paiseroso 

Hcvcr, vftin dclutling joj^, 

The brood of folly \\iUmul father bred ! 

How little you bcslcnd, 

Or fill the fivtd mind x«lli nil your toy's I 
Dwell in some idle brain, 

And fancies fond vnlli gaudy shapes pc-scss 
As tliicU and numberless 
As the gny motes that people the Sun Dcams, 

Or likest hovering dreams 
Tlic fickle Pensioners of AforpAciw' train. « 
But Imil thou Goddess, sngc and holy'} 

Hail diviocst Melancholy, 

^Sliosc saintly visage is too briglit 
To hit tlic .Sense of human sight ; 

And Uicrcforc to our svenkcr s’icw, 

O'crlftid wth black, staid ^^'l5dom’s hue . . • 
Come, pensive Nun, devout and pure, 3* 
Sober, stedfast, and demure, 

All in Q robe of daricest groin, 

Flowing with majestic train, 

And sable stole of Ctfprcs Laivn, 

Over thy decent shoulders drawn : 

Come, but keep tliy wonted state, 

With even step, and musing gait, 

And looks commdreing with the skies, 

Thy rapt soul ritting in thine eyes : 

Tliere, lield in holy passion still, 

Forget thyself to Marble, till 
''l^^th a sad Leaden downward cast 
Thou fix them on the earth as fast : 

3. bealcail] avail, supporL 33. Rrain] dye. 

35 Cypres Iawh] a transparent lawn or crape ^ om m mourrJBg. 
.(4 ssfa!;t]Qg&rmly8sbkoTeonticaTQQ. 
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And join n^ith ftcc calm Pence, and Quiet, 
Spare Fast, that oft \rilfa gods dotii diet, 

And hears the Muses in a ring 
Aye round about Jm's Altar sing : 

And add to these rclirM Leisure, 

Tliat in trim Gardens talccs his pleasure 50 
But first, and chiefest, with tlicc bring 
Him that yon soars on golden wing. 

Guiding the fiery-whcelbd throne, 

The Cherub Contemplation ; 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

’Less Philomel will deign a Song 
In her sweetest, saddest plight, 

Smoothing tlic ru^cd brow of night, 

While Ct^nlhia cliecb her Dragon yoke, 

Gently o’er the accustom’d 0 ^. 60 

Sweet Bird, that shuon’st tl\e noise of folly, 

Most musical, most melancholy ! 

Thee Chauntress oft ftic Woo^ among, 

I woo to hear tliy even-Song ; 

And missiog thee, I walk unseen 
On the diy smooth-shaven Green, 

To behold the wandering Moon, 

Riding near her highest noon, 

Like one that bad been led astray 
Hirough the Heavens’ wide pathless way ; 70 

And oft, as if her head she bow’d, 

Stooping tlirough a fleecy cloud. 

Oft on a Plat of rising ground 
I hear the fa^off Curfew sound 
Over some wide-water d shore 
Springing slow with snllen roar ; 

Or if the Air will not permit, 

Some still xemovfed place will fit, 


55. hlBt along] whijpenngly saairooii Tvitti yoo. 
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Where glowing Embers through the iooid 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, ^ 

Far firom all resort of mir^, 

Save the Cricket on the hearth, 

Or the Bellman s drowsy charm, 

To bless the doors from mghtly harm. 

Or let my Lamp at midnight hour 
Be seen in some high lonely Tower, 

Where I may oft out-watch the Bear 

With thrice great Hcroey, or unspliere 

The spirit of Pbio to unfold 

What Worlds, or what vast Regions hold 9° 

The immortal mind that hath forsook 

Her mansion in Qiis fleshly nook : 

And of those Dcmm that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 

Whose power hath a true consent 
With Planet, or with Element. 


SometiiDe let Go^eous Tragedy 
In Sceptei’d Pall come sweeping by, 

Presenting Thebes, or Pelops' line, 

Or the tale of Troy divine ; i» 

Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath the Buskin ’d stage. 

But, 0 sad ^^rgin, that thy power 
Might raise Musants from his bower, 

Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 
Such notes as, warbled to the string, 

Drew Iron tears down Pluto’s cheek, 

And made Hell grant what Love did seek. 

Or call up him that left half-told 

Thesl^ of Cbrjitfscan bold, i:c 


83 - clitnn]eti^ting(asbl331=«otf. 
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Of Cowi&cK, aiad of Algamjt, 

And who had Caned to 

Tliat ora’d the virtaons Ring and Glass, 

And of tile wondrous Horse of Brass 
On wliich the Tarter King did ride ; 

And if onght else great Bards beside 
In sage and solemn tones have sung 
Of Turneys and of Trophies hung, 

Of Forests, and enchantments drear, 

^Tiere more is meant than meets the ear. lac 
111113 Night oft see me in thy pale career, 

Till civil-suited Morn appear, 

Not trick’d and frounced sts she ivas wont 
With the Attic Boy to hunt, 

But kercheft in a comely Cloud 
While rocking Winds are piping loud, 

Ot usher’d rrith a shorvex still, 

When the gust hath Worm his fill, 

Ending on the rustling Leaves 

With minute drops from off tlic Eaves. :5o 

And \rhcn the Sun b^ins to fling 

His flaring beams, me, Goddess, bring 

To archhd walb of twilight groves, 

And shadows brown that Silvan loves 
Of Pine, or monumental Oak, 

Where the rude Axe with heavbd stroke 
Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 

Or friglit them from their Imllow’d haunt. 

Tliere io close covert by some Brook, 

Wliere no profaner tyt may look, 

Hide me from Day’s garish eye, 

While the Bee wiA honey’d thigh, 

That at her flowery work doth sing, 

And the Waters murmuring, 

I2S. i^nl-suitcdjsoberljcM 1S3. tricked] adorned. 

»3- tcaancedl'KlUibaWflitltd. 1=4 Attic Boy] Copkala*. 
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With such consort as they keep 
Entice the dcwy-fcathcr’d Sleep ; 

And kt some strange mysterious dream 
Wave at his Wings in Airy stream 
Of lively portraiture display'd, 

Softly on my cye*lids laid. 

And as I wake, sweet musick breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by some spirit to mortals good, 

Or til unseen Gemus of the W ood. 

But let my due feet never fail, 

To walk the studious Cloister's pale, 

And love the high embou td Roof, 

With antique Pillars massy proof, 

And storied Windows richly dight, 

Casting a dim religious light. ifo 

There let the pealing Organ blow 
To the full-voiced Quire below 
la Serticc high and Anthems clear, 

As may with aweetness, through mine car, 
Dissolve me into cxtasics, 

And bring all Heav'n before mine eyes. 

And may at last my weary age 
Pind out the peaceful hermitage, 

The Haiir Go\ru and Mossy Cell, 

WTicre I may sit and rightly spell 170 

Of every Star that Heav'n doth shew, 

And every Herb that sips the dew ; 

Till old experience do attain 
To something like Prophetic strain- 
These pleasures, Melancholy, give, 

And I 'vith thee \rill choose to hve. 

HtSHon. 

148. bis triDgs^rieBp’i wings. 156, pale] enclosure. 

158. proof] of peat (tried) strenclb (ftdj.). 

159' digbt] adorned. ifij. fuilToieed]pr. voic’d not TolcSd. 



195 


172 From the Second Hyperion 

X 

. . . Turning from these with awe, once more I rftiscti 
My eyes to fathom the space cverj- way ; 

The embossed roof, the silent massy range 
Of columns north and south, ending in mist 
Of nothing, then to eastward, where black gates 
Were shut against the sunnse evermore.— 

Tiicn to the west I look’d, and saw far olT 
An image, huge of feature as a cloud, 

At level of whose feet an altar slept, 

To be approach'd on either side by steps 
And marble balustrade, and patient travail 
To count with toil the innumcmblc degrees. 

Towards the altar sobc^paccd I went, 

'Repressing haste, as too unholy there ; 

And, coming nearer, saw beside the shrine 
One minist’ring ; and tlicrc arose a 
Wlteo in mid-way the ackening cast wind 
Sliifts sudden to the south, tl>c small warm rain 
Melts out the frozen incense from all flowers, 

And fills the aii witl^ so much pleasant health 
Tliat even tlic dying man forgets his shroud 
Even so that lofty sacrificial fire, 

Sending forth Maian incense, spread around 
Forgetfulness of everything but bliss, 

And clouded all tlie altar with soft smoke. , . , 

. . . ' High Prophetess,' said I, ' purge off, 

Benign, if so it ple-ase thee, my mind’s film.'— 

' None can usurp tius height,’ return’d that shade, 

‘ But those to Avhom tiie miseries of tlie world 
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173 La ’Belle Dame ms SAent 

0 TniAT can ail thee, Knight-at-arms, 
A3one and palely loitering ? 

Tbe sedge lias Tritlicr'd from the lake, 
And no birds ring. 

0 what can nil thee, Knight-at-arms, 

So liaggard and so woc-begone ? 

Tlie squirrel s granary is full, 

And the harvest s done. 

1 see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew } 
And on thy checb a fading rose 
Fast witiicreth too. 

I met a Lady in the meads, 

Full beautiful, a faery’s child 
Her hair was long, her foot was light, 

And her eyes were wild. 

I set her on my pacing steed, 

And nothing else saw all day long ; 

For sidelong would she bend and sing 
A faery's song. 

I made a garland for her head, 

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone , 
She look’d at me as sbe did love, 

And made sweet moan. 

She found me roots of relish sweet, 

And honey wild, and manna dew j 
And sure in language strange she stud— 

' I love thee trne.’ 
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She look me to licr clfm ffrot, 

Anri there she ^^ept nnd tlgli’d full tore, 

And there I shut her v iW, wild eyes 
With kis'^ca four. 

And there she lulled me rwlecp, 

And there I (Ircam'd—Ah ! woe betide ! 

The latest dream I ever drenm’d 
On the cold hllbaidc. 

I saw pale Kings, and Princes too, 

Pale warriors, deatli-palc svere tiiey all ; 

Wlio CTy'd-~* La Belle Dame sans Mere! 

Hatli thee in thrall I ' 

I saw llicir stan-ed Ups In the gleam 
With horrid warning gapbd wide, 

And I awoke, and found me here 
On the cold hlll*sidc 

And this is wltr I sojourn here 
Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is wiUicr'd from tlic kkc, 
And no birds sing. 

Ktats. 


^74 Song 

Tell me where is Fanev bred, 

Or in the heart or in the head ? 
How begot, how nourished ? 
Reply, reply 1 

It is engender’d in the eyes, 

With gazing fed ; and Fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 
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Let ns nil ring Fancy’s kjicll : 

I 'll begin itr-Ding, dong, bcl). 

Bing, dnog, bell. 

Sha^apearc. 


175 * VMiff'o 

HrA'CK, loatlilid McUnclioly, 

Of CerJerui, and blackest midnigiit born, 

In Give forlorn 

"Mongst horrid shapes and shrieks, end siglits \inholy ! 
Find out some uocoutli cell, 

Jw5wi'^^g■ dltrfcntsff spoAftif ic? jeslm fr/ngy, 
And the night-Kaven sings ; 

There under £hort shades, and low-hrow'd Hooks, 

As ragged as thy Locks, . 

In dark Cimmenan desert ever dwell, to 

But come thou Goddess fair .and free, 

In Ileavn vcicp’d Euphfon/ne, 

And by men, beart'Casing Mirth, 

Whom lovely Venus at a birth 
W’ith two sister Graces more 
To ivy-ciownid Bacchux Iwrc : 

Or whether (as sodjc ssger sing) 

*1150 frolick Wind that brcallics the Spring 
Zeplipr wth yfurora plajing, 

As he met her once a-hJay/ng, » 

Tljcrc 00 Beds of Violets blue 

And fresh-blo^ro Kcecs wash’d in dew, 

Fill'd! her with tiiee, a daughter &>, 

So bucksora, blithe, and debonair. 

Haste thee, nymph, and bring witii thee 
Jest and youthful Jollity, 

Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 

Nods, and Becks, and W'’reathfcd Smiles, 

»4. bniom] woU-faromrd. debonsir] ftactoni. 



Such as hang on Hdjts cheek, 

And bve to live in dimple sleek j 
Sport that Tvrinklcd Gaie derides, 

And Laughter holding both his sides. 
Come, and trip it as re go 
On the light fantastic toe ; 

And in thy right band lead ^th thee 
The Mountain Npoph, sweet Liberty ; 
^^d if I ^Tc thee honoor dae, 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew, 

To live with her, and live with thee, 

In TmreprovW pleasures free ; 

To hear the Lark begin lus flight 
And ringing startle the dull night 
From his ^fatch-tower in the sMes, 

Till the dappled dawn doth rise ; 

Then to come in spite of sorrow, 

And at my window bid good*morrow, 
Through the Sweet-Briar, or the Vine, 

Or the twisted Eglantine ; 

PiTiile the Cock with h'vely din 
Scatters the rear of daiknca thin. 

And to the stack, or the Barn-door, 

Stoutly stmts his Dames before ; 

Oft listening how tiie Hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouse the slumbering morn, 

From the side of some hoar Hill, 

Through the high wood echoing shrill. 
Some time walking not unseen 
By hedge-row Elms, on HiBocks green, 
Eight against the Eastern gate, 

Where the great Sun begins his state, 
Hobed in flames and Amber light, 

The clouds in thousand liveries dight; 

48. E?laatffle] 8weet-liriar,lierefor •hoaejBnckla’m. 
^2- dight] idoraed. 
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Wlule the Pieman near at hand, 

\Vhistles o'er the furrow'd Land, 

And the hlilkmaid singelli blithe, 

And the Mower whets his scythe, 

And everj Shepherd tells hia tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures 
M’hilst the Landskip round it measures ; 70 

Russet La^vns, and Fallows gray, 

IVliere the nibbling docks do stray, 

Mountains on whose barren breast 
The labouring clouds do often rest ; 

Meadows teim with Daisies pied, 

Shallow Brooks, and Rivers wide : 

Towers and Battlements it sees 
Bosom'd high in tufted Trees, 

Where perhaps some beauty lies, 

The CjTiosure of neighbouring eyes. fto 

Hard by, a cottage djimney smokes, 

From beUvixt two agbd Oaks, 

MTierc Corydon and TAyrsw, met, 

Arc at their savoury dinner set 
Of Herbs, and other Country Messes, 

Wuch the neat-handed PHflis dresses } 

And then in haste her Bower she leaves, 

IVith Tiiesi^lis to bind the Sheaves ; 

Or, if the earlier season lead, 

To the tann’d Haycock in the Mead. 

Sometimes willi secure delight 
The upland Hamlets will inritc, 

^Vlien die merry Bdls ring round, 

And tl\e jocund icbcda sound 
To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer’d sliadc ; 

6;. tells liii Lile) coonlshis floc^ 

So CTiiDsure) pole-star, ceiitre ot aUutUoa. 
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And youn" and old come forth to play 
On a sunshine Holyday, 

Uli the livelong dayhght fsul ; 

Then to the spicy nut-broTvn Ale, 

With stories told of many a feat, 

How Feejy jVfli the junkets cat ; 

She was pinch’d and pull'd, she said, 

And he hy Friar s I^nthom led ; 

Tells how the drudging GchKn swet, 

To earn his Creara-bowl duly set, 

When in one night, ere glimpse of mom, 

His shadowy Flail hath thresh'd the Cora 
That ten day-labourers could not end ; 

Then lies him down the Lubber Fiend, 

And stretch’d out all the Chimney's length, 
Basks at the Ere his hairy strength ; 

And crop-fad out of doors he Sings, 

Ere the first Coidc his Matin rings. 

Thus done the Tales, to bed they creep, 

By whisperii^ Winds soon M’d asleep. 

Tower’d Cities please us then, 

And the busr hum of men, 

Where throngs of Knights and Barons bold, 
In weeds of Peace high triumphs hold, 

With store of Ladies, whose bright eyes 
Rain, influence, and judge the prize 
Of Wit, or Arms ; while both contend 
To win her Grace, whom aD commend. 

, There let H^rnai oft appear 
In Saffron robe, with Taper clear, 

And pomp, and feast, and revelry, 

With mask, and antique Pageantry ; 


iM. eat]ste, \ 

icH- and be by Friai’a) ke. wtoraid be had been led astray by a 
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Such sights as yoathfiil Poets dream 
On Sommer eves by haunted stream* xjc 
Then to tlie •w^-trod stage anon, 

If Jonsons leamfed Sock be on, 

Or sweetest Shaletpear, Fancy’s child, 

Warble his native Wood-notes wild. 

And ever against eating Cares 
Lap me in soft Lydian Airs 
Married to iminortal verse, 

Such as the meeting soul mav pierce 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linlibd sweetness long dra^vn out, 140 

With wanton heed and giddy cunning, 

The melting voice through mazes running ; 
Untuisting all tlje chains that tie 
The hidden soul of harmony ; 

That Orpheus’ self may heave his head 
From golden slumber, on a bed 
Of heap'd Elysinn dowers, and hear 
Such strains os would have won the car 
Of Plulo, to have quite set free 
His half-regain’d Eraydke. 130 

These delights if thou canst give, 
hlirth, mill thee I mean to live. 

Mftoa. 


i 76 » What is Ufe? 

. . . Stop and conader ! life is hut a day ; 

A fragile dew-drop on its perilous way 
From a tree's summit ; 0 poor Indian’s sleep 
Wliile his boat hastens to the monstrous steep 
Of Montraorcnci. IVhy so sad a moan ? 

Life is the rose's hope while yet unblown 5 

13 a. Book] ihe low shoo of eonudv, lee 171, 1. 102, note on bnskin. 
*38. i»eesiag]caraicgfarf*pMMe. 
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The reading of an cveisjliangicg talc ; 

The light uplifting of a maiden's veil j 
A pigeon tumbling in clear summer air ; 

A laughing school-boy, without grief or care, 
Hiding the springy branches of an elm. . • • 

Keats. 


177 Tk Human Seasons 

Foim Seasons fill the measure of the year ; 

Tliere are four seasons in the mind of man : 
He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear 
Takes in all beauty vvlth an easy span : 

He has Ids Summer, when luxuriously 
Spring’s honey’d cud of youthful thought he 
loves 

To niimnate, and by such dreaming lugli 
Is nearest unto Heaven : quiet coves 
His soul has in its Autumn, when his wings 
He furlcth close ; contented so to look 
On mists in idleness— to let fair things 
Pass by unlieeded as a threshold brook l 
He has his Winter too of pale misfeature, 

Or else he would for^o his mortal nature* 

Keats. 


178 Tk Seven n^ges of <S\ian 

... AD the world ’s a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players s 
They have their exits and their entrances ; 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
MewDng and puking in the nurse’s arms. 
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ThcD the whinit^ school-hoy, Twth Ms satchel 
And sliimng morning face, creeping like snail 
Un\rillingly to scliool. And then the lover ; 

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful hallad 
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier, 

Full of strange oaths and beared like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice ; 
In fair round belly mth good capon lined, 

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and modern instances ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 

His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide 
For his shrank shank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward cliildisli treble, pipes 
And wliistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 

That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 

Shalespsere. 


179* 

. . . \tT]ale’er the passion, knowledge, fame, or pelf 
Not one will change his neighbour ^yith himself. 
The leam'd is happy nature to explore, 

The fool is happy that be knows no more ; 

Tlie rich is happy in the plenty given, 

The poor contents him with fte core of Heaven. 
See the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing, 

The sot a hero, lunatic a king ; 

patd] leopari is 
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The shniD" in his go\flcn 
Sapremck blest, the poet in his muse. 

See some strange comfort every state attend, 
And pride besto'^v’d on all, a common fnend • 

See some fit passion every age supply, 

Hope travels through, nor quits us when are die. 

Behold the diild,by nature’s klndlrlaw, 

Pleased aaith a rattle, tickled 'ritli a stiaw^ : 

Some livelier plaything gives his youth delight, 

A little louder, but as empU* quite : 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his riper stage, 

And beads and prayer-books -ire the toys of age : 
Pleased \rith this bauble still .is that before, 

Till tired he sleeps, and life’s poor play is o'er. . . . 

Pope. 


l8o Lament 

I 

0 wonu) ! 0 life ! 0 time ! 

On whose last steps I climb, 

Trembling at that where I had stood before J 
When will return the gloir of your prime ? 

Xo more— Oh, never more ! 

n 

Out of the day and night 
Ajoy has taken flight ; 

Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar, 
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight 
Xo more— Oh, never more I 
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iSl Time 

UnpathoJiUBt® Sea I ivlvoBe waves ate years, 
Oceatv of Time, whose waters of deep woe 
Are brackish with Ac salt of human tears I 
Tliou shoreless flood, which in Ay ebb and flow 
Claspest the limits of mortality, 

And sick of prey, yet howling on for more, 
Vomitest thy irrecks on its inhospitable shore ; 
Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm, 

\Vlio shall put forth on Aee, 

Unfathomable Sea ? 

Skllc^. 


x 82 

, , . I have Icam’d 
To lool? on Nature, not as in Ae hour 
Of Aoughtlcss youA, but hearing oftentimes 
Tlie still, sad music of humanity', 

Nor harsh nor grating, tliough of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 
Aprcsence that disturbs me wiA the joy 
Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 
Of sometlung far more deeply interfused, 

IVliose dwelling is Ac light of setting suns, 

And Ae round ocean and the living air, 

And Ae blue sky, and in the mind of man ; 

A motion and a spirit, that impels 

All tliinking things, afl objects of all thought, 

And rolls througli all things. Therefore am I still 
A lover of Ae meadows and tlie woods 
And mountains, and of all that we behold 
From tliis green earth ; of aB Ae mighty ^rorld 
Of eye and cari—boA what A^ half create, 

And what petedve *, well pteased to recognize 
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In Nature and the language of tlie sense 
The anchor of my purest thouglits, the mirsc, 
Hie guide, tlic guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being. . . . 

Wordsivorik,'^ 

183 

Know then tliyself, presume not God to scan, 
The proper study of mankind is ^lan. 

Placed on this isthmus of a middle state, 

A being darkly wise, and rudely great ; 

With too XQucli knowledge for the sceptic side, 
With too much ireakncss for the Stoic ’s pride, 
He hangs between ; in doubt to act, or rest ; 

In doubt to deem himself a God, or beast ; 

In doubt liis mind or body to prefer; 

Bom but to die, and reasoning but to err ; 

Alike in ignorance, his reason such, 

Whether he thinks too little, or too much : 

Chaos of thought .and passion, all confused ,* 

Still by himself abused, or disabused j 
Created half to rise, and half to fall ; 

Great lord of all tldngs, yet a prey to all ; 

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurl’d ; 

The glory, j cst, and riddle of the world ! . . . 

Pope.* 

184 ^N^tare 

Because out of corruption bums tlic rose, 

And to corruption lovely dieelcs descend ; 

Because witli her right hand she heals the ■n'oes 
Her left hand wrought, loth nor to wound nor mend 

I praise indifferent Nature, affable 
To all philosopHes, of eadi unknomi ; 

Though in my listemng ear she leans to tell 
Some private word, 'as if for me alone. 
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Still, lilce an artist, she her meaning hides, 

Silent, while thousand tongues proclaim it cleat • 
Uagrcidging, her large feast for all provides ; 
Tender, exultant, savage, blithe, austere, 

In each man’s hand she sets the proper tool. 

For the wise Wisdom, Folly for the fool. 


^uk JFork 

One lesson, Nature, let me leam of thee, 

One lesson, wltich in every vrlnd is blomi, 

One lesson of tivo duties kept at one, 

Tiio the loud world proclaim their enmity— 
Of toil unsever’d from tranquilli^ 1 
Of labour, that in lasting fruit outgrows 
Far noisier schemes, accomplish’d in repose— 
Too great for haste, too higli for rivahy ! 

Yes, while on earth a thousand discords ring, 
Man’s fitful uproar mingling Avith bis toil, 

Still do thy sleepless rmnisters move on, 

Their glorious tasks in silence perfecting ! 

Still working, blaming still our vain turmoil, 
Labourers that shall not fail, when man is gone. 

Amid. 


Tie House beautiful 

A naked Imse, a tuAxd moor, 

A shiteritig pool before ihedoor, 

A garden bare offotners anifruil 
And poplars ai ihe garden foot : 
Such is {he place that 1 live in, 
Bleak fiilhoal and bare mihin, 
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Yet shall your ragged moor receive 
The incomparable pomp of cve, 

And the cold glories of the dawn 
Beliind your shivering trees be drawn ; 

And when the arind from place to place 
Doth the unmoor'd cloud-gallcons chase, 

Your garden gloom and gleam again, 

IVith leaping sun, with glancing rain. 

Here shall the wizard moon ascend 
The heavens, in the crimson end 
Of day’s declining splendour ; here 
The army of the st.ars appe.ir. 

The neighbour hollo>vs, dr}* or ^Yct, 

Spring shall with tender flowers beset ; 

And 0 ^ the morning maser see 
Larhs rising from the bn»my lea, 

And every fairy-wheel and thread 
Of cobweb dew-bediamonded. 

When daisies go, shall winter time 
Silver the simple grass with rime ; 

Autumnal frosts endrant the pool 
And make the cart-ruts beautiful ; 

And when snow-bright the moor e:q)ands, 
How shall TOUT children clap their hands 1 
To make this earth, our hermitage, 

A cheerful and a changeful page, 

God’s bright and intricate device 
Of days and seasons doth suffice, 

Sievcison. 


187 Tie %ambrj> 

My heart leaps up when I behold 
A Tzanbow in the : 

So was it when my life began ; 

So is it now I am a man ; 
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So be it when I shall grow old, 

Or let me die ! 

The Child is father of the Man ; 

And I could wfeh my days to be 
Bonnd each to each by natoial piety. 

WordsftoHh. 


i88 Leech-gatherer^ 

I 

There was a roaring In the wind fill night ; 

The rain came heavily and fell in 0oo^ ; 

Bat now the sun is rising calm and bright ; 

The birds are singing in the distant woods ; 

Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove broods ; 
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters j 
And all the air is filled vrith pleasant noise of waters. 

All things'tliat love the son are out of doors ; 

The sky rejoices in the morning's birth 5 

The grass is bright witJi rmo-diops on the moors 

The hare is Tanning races in her mirth , 

And with her feet she from the plcshy earth 
Raises a mist; that, glittering in the sun, 

Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth ran. 

m 

I was a Traveller then upon the moor ; 

I saw the hare that raced about with joy ; 

I heard the woods and distant waters roar ; 

Or heard them not, as happy as a boy : 

The pleasant season did my heart employ ! 

My old remembrances went from me wholly ; 

And all the wa\’S of men, so vain and melancholy. 



But, as it Bometimes cBanceth, from the might 
Of joy in minds that can no fiirflier go, 

As high as ’ive have mounted in delight 
In our dejection do ttc ank as Id’s? *, 

To me that morning it happen so ; 

And fears and fancies thick apon me came ; 

Dim sadness— and blind thoughts, I knew not, nor could 
name. 


T 

I heard the shy-lark warbling in the sky *, 

And I bethought me of the playful hate : 

Even such a happy Child of earth am 1 5 
Even as these blissful creatures do I fare ; 

Far from the world I walk, and from all care } 

But there may come another day to me— 

Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty. 

n 

hly whole life I have lived in pleasant thonght, 

As if life’s business were a summer mood ; 

As if all needful things would come unsought 
To genial faith, still rich in genial good ; 

But how can He expect that others should 

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call 

Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all ? 

vn 

I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy, 

The sleepless Soul that perish’d in his pride ; 

Of him who walk'd in glory and in joy 
Following his plough, along the mountain-side s 
By our oum spirits arc wc dd 6 ed : 

We Poets in our youth begin in gladness ; 

But thereof come in the enddespondenegr and madness. 
^ n«] cap. letter onl^ denotes emptasis. rn. him] Robert Rum. 
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Tin 

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace, 

A leading from above, a something given, 

\ et it befell that, in this lonely place, 

When I with these untoward thoughts had striven, 
Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven 
I saw a Man before me unawares : 

The oldest man he seem’d that ever wore grey hairs. 


IX 

As a huge stone is soractimes seen to lie 
Couch’d on the bald top of an eminence ; 

Wonder to all who do the same espy, 

By what means it could thither come, and whence ; 
So that it seems a thing endued with sense : 

Like a sea-bcast crawl’d forth, that on a shelf 
Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself ; 

X 

Such seem’d this Man, not all alive nor dead, 

Nor all asleep— in his extreme old age : 

His body was bent double, feet and head 
Coming together in life's pilgrimage j 
As if some dire constraint of pain, or rage 
Of sickness felt by him in times long past, 

A more than human weight upon his frame had cast. 

XI 

Himself he propp’d, limbs, body, and pale face, 
Upon a long grey staff of shaven wood ; 

And, still as I drew near with gentle pace. 

Upon the margin of that moorish fiood 
Motionless as a cloud tiie old Man stood, 

Tliat heareth not the loud vrinds when they call 5 
And movetb all together, if it move at all. 
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At leng^, himself ansettliog, he the pood 
Stirr’d ^^th his staff, and fixedly did look 
Upon the mnddy livater, which he conn’d, 

As if he had been reading in a book ; 

And now a stranger's privilege I took ; 

And drawing to his side, to him did say, 

‘ This morning gives ns promise of a glorious day. 

xrn 

A gentle answer did the old man make. 

In courteous speech whicli forth he slowly drew : 
And him with further words I thus hespake, 

‘ \\Tiat occupation do you there pursue ? 

Tlus is a lonesome place for one like you.’ 

Ere he replied, a Sash of mild surprise 
Broke from the sable orbs of his yeMirid eyes. 

XIV 

His words came feebly, from a feeble chest, 

But each in solemn order follow'd each, 

With something of a lofty utterance drest — 

Choice words and measured phrase, above the reach 
Of ordinary men ; a stately speech, 

Such as grave Livers do in Scotland use. 

Religious men, who give to God and man th«r dues. 

XT 

He told, that to these waters he had come 
To gather leeches, b«ng old and poor : 

Employment hazardous and wearisome I 
And be had many hardships to endure : 

From pond to pond he roam'd, from moor to moor ; 
Housing, with God’s good help, by choice or chance ; 
And in this way he gmnd an honest maintenance. 



215 


KI 

The old Man still stood talking mv side ; 

But now his voice to me was like a stream 
Scarce heard ; nor word from word could I divide ; 
And the whole body ofihehlan did seem 
Like one whom I had met with in a dream ; 

Or like a man from some far region sent, 

To give me human strength, by apt admonishment. 

AVII 

My former thoughts return’d : the fear that kills ; 
And hope that is unwilling to be fed ; 

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills ; 

And miglity Poets in their misery dead. 

Perplex’d, and longing to be comforted, 

My question eagerly did I renew, 

' How is it that you live, and what is it you do ? ’ 

xviii 

He with & smile did tlien his words repeat } 

And said, that, gathering leeches, far and wide 
He travell’d ; stirring thus about his feet 
Tlie waters of the pools where they abide. 

' Once 1 could meet with them ou every side t 
But they have dwindled long by slow decay ; 

Yet still I persevere, and find tliem wliere I may.’ 

SIX 

'^Tiile he was talking thus, the lonely place, 

The old Man's shape and speech— all troubled me ; 
In my mind’s eye I seem’d to see him pace 
About the weary moors continually, 

Wandering about alone and silentiy. 

Wliile I these thoughts within myself pursued, 

He, having made a pause, tiie same discourse renew’d 
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JX 

And soon 'with this he other matter blendedj 
Cheerfiillv utter’d with demeanour kind, 

But stately in the main ; and when he ended, 

I could have laugh’d myself to scorn to find 
In that decrepit Man so firm a mind. 

‘ God,’ said I, ' be my hdp and stay secure : 

I T1 thinV of the Leech-gatherer on the lonely moor ! ’ 
Wordstnurth. 


iSg* Toussaint L’Ouverture 

Toussaeo', the most unhappy man of men ! 

■^^Tiether the •whistling Rustic tend his plough 
"Witidn thy bearing, or thy bead be now 
Mo'w'd in some deep dungeon’s earless den 
0 miserable Chieftain ! where and when 
Wilt thou find patience 1 Tetdienot; do thou 
Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brmr : 

Though fallen thyself, never to'rise again, 
live, and take comfort. Thou hast left behind 
Powers that will work for thee ; air, earth, and skies ; 
There 's not a breathing of the common 'wind 
That will forget thee ; thou bast great allies ; 

Thy friends are exultations, agonies, 

. And love, and man’s unconquerable mind. 

IVordirrorlh. 

190 College Ciapel, Cambridge 

Tax not the royal S.'iint •with •vain expense, 

With ill'inatch’d aims the Architect who plann’d — 
Albeit labouring for a scanty band 
Of white-robed Scholars onlv— this immense 

rvytl sunt] Kiaj HenTj n. 
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And glorious Work of fine intelligence ! 

Give all thou const ; high Heaven rejects tl)e lore 
Of nicely-calculated less or more ; 

So deem’d tlie man -who fashion'd for tlie sense 
These loftj' pillars, spread that branching roof 
Self-poised, and scoop'd into ten thousand cells, 
Where light and shade repose, \vhere music dwells 
Lingering— -and wandering on as loth to die ; 

Like thoughts whose vtry sweetness yieldcth proof 
That tliey were bom for immortality. 

Wordsmrik. 


191 idlioti ‘Ben t£Sem 

Aiou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase !) 

Awoke one night a deep dream of peace, 
And saw, witldn the moonlight in his room, 
Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom, 

An angel writing in a book of gold 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 

And to the presence in the room he said, 

‘ ^Vhat writcsl thou ? —The vision raised its head. 
And with a look made all of sweet accord, 
Answer'd, ‘ The names of tliose tliat love tlie Lord.' 
’ And is mine one ? ’ said Abou. ' Nay, not so,' 
Replied the angel. Abou ^kc more low, 

But cheerly stil! ; and said, ‘ I pray thee, then, 
Write me as one that loves his fellow men.’ 

The angel wrote and vanish’d. The next night 
It came again with a great wakcnii^ light, 

And show’d the names whom love of God had blest. 
And lo ! Ben Adhem 's name led all tlie rest. 

Leigh Bmt. 
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1 92 Christmas 

All/ after pleasures as I rid one dar, 

My horse and I, both tiiedt body and mind, 

With, full cry of afiections, quite astray, 

I took up ia the next Inn I could fmd. 

There ^vben I came, whom found I but my dear, 
My dearest Lord, ejecting till the grief 
Of pleasures brought me to him, ready there 
To be all passengers’ most sweet relief ? 

0 Thou, whose glorious yet contracted light, 
Wrapt in night s mantle, stole into a manger, 
Since my dark soul and brutish is thy right, 

To Man of all beasts be not thou a stranger. 

Furnish and deck my soul, that thou mayst have 
A better lodging than a rack, or grave. 

naU± 


193 On His ‘Blindness 

When* I consider how my Bght is spent. 

Ere half my days, in this dark world and \ride, 

And that one Talent which is death to hide 
Lodged with me useless, though my Soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest he returning chide, — 

Doth God exact day-labour, light deny’d ? 

I fondly ask ; But patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies ; God doth not need 
Either man’s work or his own gifts : who best 
Bear his mild yoke, th^ serve him best : His State 


TwV] manger, snj Toodeo frome few cattle to pall fodder from. 
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Is Kinglj ; Thousands at his bidding speed 
And post o’er Land and Ocean \rithQut rest : 
They also serve ^rho only stand and wait. 

Milton 


194 * ‘Paradise Lost 

Of Man’s First Disobedience, and the Fruit 
Of that Forbidden TVee, whose mortal taste 
Brought Death into tiie World, and all our woe, 

With loss of Eim, till one greater Man 
Restore ns, and regain the blissful Scat, 

Sing Heav’nly Muse, that on the secret top 

Of 0«&, or of Sinai, didst inspire 

That Shepherd, who first taught tlic chosen Seed, 

In the Beginning how the Heav’ns and Earth 
Rose out of Chaos i or if 5«on Hill « 

Delight thee more, and Siloa’t Brook tliat flow'd 
Fast by the Oracle of God ; I thence 
Invoke thy aid to my advent’rous Song, 

That vitl; no middle flight intends to soar 
Above th’ Aonian Moant, while it pursues 
Things unattempted yet in Prose or Rhyme. 

And cluefly Thou, 0 Spirit, that dost prefer 
Before all Temples th’ upright heart and pure, 

Instruct me, for Thou know’st ; Thou from the first 
West present, and wth mighty wings outspitad *3 
Dove-like sat'st brooding on the vast Abyss 
And mad'st it pregnant ; What in me is dark 
Illumine, wlint is low nUsc and support ; 

That to the highlh of tliis great Argument 
I may assert Eternal Providence, 

And justify the ways of God to men. 

i« Thyme] Ter« #4. 
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Say first, for Heav’n bides nothing from thy 
Nor the deep tract of Hell, say 6nt what canse 
Moved our Grand Parents in that happy State, 

Favour'd of Hcav’n so l^hly, to fall off s° 

Prom their Creator, and transgress his Will 
For one restraint, Lords of the World besides ? 

Who first seduced them to tiiat foul revolt ? 

Th’ infernal Serpent ; he it was, whose guile 
Stirr'd up with Envy and Revenge, deceived 
The Mother of Mankind, what time his Pride 
Had cast him out from Heav’n, with all his Host 
Of Rebel Angels, by whose aid aspiring 
To set himself in Glory above his Peers, 

He trusted to have equal’d the most High, 

If he opposed ; and mth ambitious aim 
Against the Throne and Monarchy of God 
R^ed impious War in Heav’n and Battle proud 
With vain attempt. Him the Almighty Power 
HuiVd headlong fiamiag from th' Etheretd Sky 
With hideous ruin and combustion down 
To bottomless perdition, tiiere to dwell 
In Adamantine Chains and penal Fire, 

Who durst defy th' Omnipotent to Aims, 

Nine times the Space that measures Day and Night s® 
To mortal men, he with his horrid crew 
Lay vanquish'd, rolliug in the fiery Gulf 
Confounded though immortal : But his doom 
Reserved him to more wrath ; for now the thought 
Both of lost happiness and lasKng pain 
Torments him ; round he throws his baleful eyes 
That witness d huge affliction and dismay 
Mis d with obdurate pride and stedfast bate : 

At once as far as An^ ken he views 
The ^smal Situation waste and wild, ^ 

A Dnngeon horrible on all rides round 
41. 
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As one great Furnace flamed, yet from those flames 
No light, but rather darkness visible 
Ser\’ed only to discover s^bts of woe, 

Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace 
And rest can never dwell, hope never comes 
That comes to all ; but torture without end 
Still urges, and a fiery Deluge, fed 
With ever*buming Sulphur unconsumed : 

Such place Eternal Justice had prepared 70 

For those rebellious, here their Prison ordain'd 
In utter darkness, and their portion set 
As fat removed from God and light of Heav’n 
As from the Centre thrice to tb’ utmost Pole. 

0 how unlike the place from whence they fell I 
There the companions of his fall, o’crwhclm'd 
With Floods and Whirlwinds of tempestuous fire, 

He soon discerns, and weIt'’riDg by his side 
One next himself in power, and next in crime, 

Long after knoArn in Paksline, and named 80 

Betlsebub, To whom th’ Aidj-Enemy, 

And thence In Heav'n call’d Satan, with bold u-ords 
Breaking the horrid silence thus began. 

If tliou beest he ; But 0 how faH’n ! how changed 
From him, who in the happy Realms of Light 
Clothed vith transcendent brightness didst outshine 
Myriads though bright ; If he whom mutual league, 
United thoughts and counsels, equal hope, 

And hazard in the Glorious Entorprize, 

J oin’d with me once, now misery hath join’d s® 
In equal ruin ; into what Rt Uiou seest 
From what highth faH’n, so much the stronger proved 
He vrith his ’ITiunder : and till then who knew 
The force of those ^re Anns ? yet not for those, 

Nor what the Potent Victor in his rage 
Can else inflict, do I repent or change 
{Though changed in outward lustre) that fix’d mind, 
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And high disdain from sense of injured merit, 

That 'with the Mightiest rmsed me lo contend, 

And to the fierce contention brought along 

Innumerable force of Spirits arm'd 

That durst dislike his reign, and me preferring, 

His utmost power with adverse power opposed 
In dubious Battle on the Plains of Heav’n, 

And shook his throne. What though the 6 cld be lost ? 
All is not lost ; the unconquerable Will, 

And study of revenge, immortal hate, 

And courage never to submit or yield : 

And what is else not to be overcome ? 

That Glory never shall his wrath or might sic 

Extort from me. To bow and sue for grace 
With supphant knee, and deify hb power 
■^Tio from the terror of this Arm so late 
Doubled his Empire, that were low mdecd, 

That were an ignominy and shame beneath 
This downfall ; since by Fate the strength of Gods 
And tliis Empyreal substance cannot fail,— 

Since through experience of this great event 
In Anns not worse, in foresight much advanced, 

We may with more successful hope resolve i” 

To wage by force or guile eternal War, 

Irrecondlable to our grand Foe, 

Who now triumphs, .ind in th’ excess of joy 
Sole reigning holds the Tyranny of Heav’n. 

So spake th’ Apostate Angel, though in pain, 
Vaunting aloud, but rack’d with deep despair : 

And him thus answer’ d soon his bold Compeer. 

0 Prince, 0 Chief of many Throned Powers, 

That led th’ imbattled Seraphim to War 

Under thy conduct, and in dreadful deeds 130 

Fearless, endanger’d Heav’a’s perpetual King ; 

tt7. empyteali fiery; ejaUitlot t\it heaTHis. 

130. cocdactJle&denUp. 
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Anri put to proof liis lugli Suprcmacj, 

Whether upheld bv strength, or CImnee, or Fate ; 

Too well I see and rue the dire event, 

That with sad overthrow and foul defeat 
Hath lost us Ileav'n, and all this mighty Host 
in horrible destruction laid &usioff, 

As far as Gods and Hcav’nly Essences 
Can perish : for tlie roind and spirit remains 
Invincible, and vigour soon returns, 

Though all our Gloiy' extinct, and happy state 

Here swallow'd up in endless misery- 

But what if he our Conqueror (u horn I now 

Of force believe Alnughty, since no less 

Than such could liavc o’crpoucr'd such force as ours) 

Have left us tliis our spirit and strcogtli entire 

Strongly to suffer and support our pains, 

Tliat we may so suffice his vengeful ire, 

Or do 1dm miglitier sendee as his thralls 

By right ofWar, whate’er his business he, iS® 

Here in the heart of Hell to work in Fiic, 

Or do Ids Errands in the gloomy Deep t 
Wliat can it tiien avail though yet we feel 
Strength undiminish'd, or eternal being 
To undergo eternal punishment ? 

W'hcreto witli speedy words th’ Arch-fiend reply d. 

Fall'n Cherub, to be weak is miserable, 

Doing or Suffering : but of tliis be sure, 

To do ought good imver will be our task, 

But ever to do ill our sole delight, 

As being tlie cootrarj' to his high will 
llTiom we resist. If then his Providence 
Out of our csil seek to bring forth good, 

Our labour must be to pervert that end. 

And out of good still to find mearB of evil ; 

»Sr. cherub] Bibylonian word for their winged Bull, symbol of 
the BUD-fod. 
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Which ofttimes may succeed, so as perimps 
Shall grieve him, if I fail not, and disturh 
His inmost counsels from thdr destined aim. 

Bnt see, the angry Victor hatii recall’d 
His Ministers of vengeance and pursuit ^7° 

Back to the Gates of Heav*n : The Sulphurous Hail 
Shot after us in storm, o’erblown hath laid 
The fiery Surge, that from the Precipice 
Of Hcav'n received us falling ; and the Thunder, 
Wing’d vnth red Lightning and impetuous rage. 
Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ceases now 
To beUow through the vast and boundless Deep. 

Let us not slip th’ occation, whether scorn, 

Or satiate fury yield it from our Foe. 

Scest thou yon dreary Plain, forlorn and wild, 

The seat of desolation, void of light, 

Save what the glimmering of these livid flames 
Casts pale and dreadful ? Thither let us tend 
From off the tossiug of these fiery waves, 

There rest, if any rest can harbour there, 

And Tcassembling out ai^cted Powers, 

Consult how we may henceforth most offend 
Out Enemy, our own loss how repair, 

How overcome this dire Calamity, 

What reinforcement wc may gain from Hope, r?® 
If not what resolution from despair. . . « 

Milion. 


^95 Satan's 

... Is this the Begion, tins the Soil, the CUme, 

Said then the lost Archangel, this the scat 

That we must change for Hcav’n, this mournful gloom 

For tiut celestial light i Be it so, since He 

the liaBdc^i, 


iB?. effeed] iEjnre ct aaoof. 
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^^1^0 now is Sovran can diqwse and bid 
\Miat sliall be right ; ferthcst from him is best, 
Whom reason Iiatli equal’d, force hath made suprema 
Above his equals. Farewell happy Fields 
Wliere Joy for ever dwells : Hail horrors, hall 
Infernal world, and thou profoaudest Hell 
Feedve thy new Possessor ; One who brings 
A mind not to be changed by Place or Time. 

The mind is its own place, and in itself 
Can make a Heav n of Hell, a Hell of Heav'n, 

What matter wliere, if I be still the same, 

And what I should be, all but less th.an He 
Wiom Thunder hath made greater ? Here at least 
We shall be free *, tli‘ Almighty bath not built 
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence : 

Here wo may reign secure, and in my choice 
To reign is worth ambition though in Hell : 

Better to reign in Hell, than serve in Hcat’n. 

But wherefore let we then our faitlilul friends, 

Th’ assodates and co-partners of our loss, 

Lie thus astonish'd on th' oblivious Pool, 

And call them not to share with us their part 
In this unhappy Mansion, or once more 
With rallied Arms to tiy what may be yet 
Regain'd in Heav’n, or what more lost in Hell ? 

Millon. 


196 

Tim expense of Spirit in a waste of shame 
Is lust in action and till action, lust 
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 
Savage, cstreoie, rude, cruel, not to trust ; 

oil but lesji pipreBsIon eonfnria; *only lost tlian'otid 'all tot 
equaUu,' 

obliTionri eaminB oblirion. 

B 
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Enjoy'd no sooner bat despised straight ; 

Past reason hunted ^ and no sooner hadj 
Past reason hated, as a swaBow'd bait 
On purpose laid to make the taker mad : 

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ; 

Had, haring, and in quest to hare, extreme ; 

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very rroe ; 

Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream. 

All this the rrorld rrell knows ; yet none kno'vrs well 
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 

Skahs^are. 


197 Mercy 

From iht Trial Scene in 7he Uirchazt ef F rrUe, 

Ponm, Which is the merchant here, and which the 
Jew? 

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 
PoRTu. Is your name Shylock ? 

Shyloce. Shvlock is my name. 

Portia. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 
Yet jo such rule that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed. 

You stand within his danger, do you not ? 

Antoxio. Ay, so he says, 

Portia^ Do you confess the bond ? 

Antonto. I do. 

PoRTU. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shylock. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that. 
Portia. The quality of mercy is not strain'd, 

It droppeth as the gentle r«dn from heaven 
Upon the place beneath ; it is twice blest J 
It blcsseth lum that ^res and him that takes ; 





'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throoid monarcli better than his crm>m ; 

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wlierein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above this oeptred sway ; 

It is entiironhd in the hearts of Icings, 

It is an attribute to God himself ; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s 
When mercy seasons justice, Tlicrcfote, Jew, 

Though justice be thy plea, consider tins, 

That, in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy j 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
Tlie deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus mucli 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, tljis strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant there. 

Shvlock. My deeds upon my head ! J crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. , . . 

Shdespeart, 


For Mercy, Courage, Kindness, Mirth, 
There is no measure upon earth. 

Nay, they wither, root and stem, 

If an end he set to them. 

Overbrim and overflow, 

If your own heart you would know 5 
For the spirit, bora to bless, 

Lives but in its own eacess, 

Laurence Bini/on. 
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159 Siwstcrmg 

As'i) is there enre in heaven ? Ami is tlicrc love 
In heavenly spirits to these creatures base, 

Tliftt may com])assion of their c\ils move ? 
nierc is else much more welched S'crc the ease 
Of men than hensts. Hut 0 1 tli' exceeding grace 
Of Highest God that loves his creatures so, 

And all his works wth mercy doth embrace, 

Ihat blessed Angels he sends to and fro 
To fcn'c to wicked man, to serve bis wicked foe 1 

How oft do they their silver bowers leave, 

To come to succour us tliat succour want I 
How oft do tlicy with golden pinions cleave 
Tile flitting skies like living pursuivant, 

Against foul fiends to aid us militant I 
Tlicy for us fight ; they watch and duly ward. 

And their bright squadrons round about us plant ; 
And all for love, and nothing for reward : 

0 1 why should heavenly God to man have such regard ? 

•S/WWCT.* 


200 Prologue of the ^.tkndant 
Spirit in ‘ Comus ’ 

Before the stany threshold of Joxts Court 
My mansion is, where those immortal shapes 
Of bright aercal Spirits live insphered 
In Regions mild of calm and serene air, 

Above the smoke and stir of this dim spot, 

Which men call Earth, and, with low-thoughted care 
Confined and pester’d in this pin-fold here, 
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Lest T^itb a Trhip of SeoipiOBS I pursoe 
Thr ling’ring, or iriOi one stroke of this Dart 
Strange horror seize thee, and pangs unfelt before. . 

MUlav..* 


202* TXf Fallen (Angels 

. , . Others apart sat on a Hil\ retired, 

In thonghts more elevate, and reason’d high 
Of Prorideoce, Foreknowledge, Will, and Fate, 
Fix’d fate, free will, foreknowledge absolute, 
And found no end, in wand’ring mazes lost. 

Of good and evil modi they argued then, 

Of happiness and final mlserv, 

Pasdou and apathy, and glory and shame, 

Vain wisdom all, and false Philosophy ; 

Yet with a pleasing sorcery could charm 
Pain for a while or angufeh, and excite 
Falladous hope, or aim th’ obdured breast 
With stabboin patience as with triple steel. 
Another part, in Squadrons and gross Bands 
On bold adventure to discover wide 
That dismal World, if any Clime perhaps 
Might yield them eader habitation, bend 
Four ways their flying march, along the banks 
Of four infernal Rivers that disgorge 
Into tile bnnimg Lake their baleful streams ; 
Abhorred St^x the flood of deadly Hate, 

Sad Acheron of Sorrow, black and deep ; 

CoofiuSi named of Lamentation loud 
Heard on the rueful stream ; fierce Phlegeihon 
Whose waves of torrent fire inSame with Rage. 
Far off from these a slow and silent stream, 
ZeOie the River of Oblivion rolls 
Her watery I.aln7iath, whereof who 
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Forthwith his former state and being forgets, 

Forgets both joy and grief, pleasure and pain. 30 
Beyond this flood a frozen Continent 
Lies dark .and avild, beat with perpetual storms 
Of Whirhrind and dire Hail, which on firm land 
Tlian-s not, but gathers heap, and ruin seems 
Of ancient pile ; all else deep snow and ice, 

A gulf profound as that Serhonian Bog 
Betwixt IJamtnfa and mount Cams old, 

Where Armies ^Yhole have sunk : the parching Air 
Bums frore, and cold performs th’ effect of Fire. 

’Hiitlier by h.arpy-footed Furies lialed, 40 

At certain revolutions all the damn’d 
Are brought ; and feel by turns the bitter change 
Of fierce extremes, extremes by change more fierce. 
From Beds of raging Fire to starve in Ice 
Their soft Ethereal warmth, and there to pine 
Immovable! Infix'd, and froxen round, 

Periods of time, thence hurried back to fire. 

They ferry over this LcOiean Sound 
Both to and fro, their sorrow to augment, 

And wish and struggle, as they pass, to reach 50 
The tempting stream, with one small drop to lose 
In sweet forgetfulness all pun and woe, 

All in one moment, and so near the brink } 

But fate Yvithstands, and to oppose th’ attempt 

^ledusa with Gorgonian terror guards 

The Ford, and of itself the water flies 

All taste of living wight, ns once it fled 

The lip of TanialttS. Thus roving on 

In confused march forlorn, th’ advent’rous Birnds 

With shudd'rlng horror pale, and eyes aghast ^ 

View’d first their lamentable lot, and found 

No rest : through many a dark and dreaiy Vale 

They pass’d, and many a Begioa dolorous, 

0 er many a Frozen, many a Fiery Alp, 
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Eocb, Caves, Lakes, Fens, Bogs, Bens, and shades ol 
acath, 

A Univeisc of death, which God ty corse 
Created eril, for evil onij good, 

™erc ail life dfe, dartl, 

Fmerse, all monstrons, all prodigious things, 
Ab 0 !iimable,inotterable, and worse ;o 

Kan Fables jel have feign'd, or feat eoneeived, 

OorgoM and ffjdrer, and ameror dire. .. 

MillOn, 


203 Epilogue of “Prmetktis’ 


Ml 

Speai ! thp strong words may never pass away. 
Democoroqj; 

■^s is ae day, which down Die void abysm 

dSd ' ^'“pwns for Heaven’s despotism, 

^d Conquest js dragg'd eapave through the deep : 

rfromrbawfhlthroneofpatientpoter 
lot e»e heart, 60m tte last giddy hour 

Of d^ead 

And folds over the world its h^hng wigs 

P “ “ fEe disentangled doom. 



To suffer woes wWch Hope thlnlcs infinite j 
To forgive wongs dorker tiian death or night ; 

To defy Power, which seems omnipotent ; 

To love, and bear ; to hope till Hope creates 
From its o;vn ^vrcck the tWng it contemplates ; 

Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent ; 
This, like tliy glory, Titan, is to he 
Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free ; 
Tliis is alone Life, Joy, Empire, and Victory. 


204 Tear^s Eve 

IltNO out, niid bells, to the \rild sky, 
The dying cloud, the frosty light i 
The year is djiog in the night ? 
Ping out, wild bcUs, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new, 

Ring, happy bells, across llic snow t 
The year is going, let him go J 
Ring out the false, ring in tlie true 


Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 
For tiiose that lierc wc see no more j 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor, 
Ring in redress to oil mankind. 


Ring out a slowly djing cause, 

And ancient forms of part)' strife ; 
Ring in tlic nobler modes of life, 
With sweeter manners, purer laws 


TiUnlFwoetlwui. 
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Piing ont the want, the care, the sin, 

The faithless coldness of the times J 
Ring out, ring ont my mournful rhymes, 
But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

King out false pride in place and blood, 

The civic slander and the spite ; 

Ring in the love of troth and right, 

Ring in the common love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease ; 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 

Ring out the thousand wars of old, 

Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free. 

The larger heart, the kindlier band » 

Ring out the darkn^ of the land, 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 

Tenn^m. 


2^5 itAntipbon 

Cho. Let all the world in every comer sing, 
My God and King. 

The heavens arc not too liigh, 

His praise may thither fly : 

Tile earth is not too low, 

His praises there may grow, 

CSo. Let all the world in every comer sing, 
My Gad and King. 
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F ITS. X?ic Church mth psalms must shout, 
No door can keep them out : 

But above all, the heart 
Must bear tljc longest part. 

Cho. Let all the world in every corner sing, 
JUy God and King. 

Herheri. 


206 iMaU'ns 

I CAWOT ope mine eyes, 

But thou art ready there to catch 
hiv morning-soul and saerificc 5 
Then wo must needs for that day make a match. 

My God, what is a heart ? 

Silver, or gold, or precious stone, 

Or star, or rciobow, or a part 
Of all these tilings, or all of them in one ? 

My God, what Is a heart, 

That thou sbouldst it so eye, and woo. 
Pouting upon it all thy art, 

As if that thou hadst nothing else to do ? 

Indeed, man’s whole estate 
Amounts (and lirfily) to serve thee i 
He did not heaven and earth create, 

Yet studies them, not Him by whom they be. 

Teach me thy love to know ; 

That this new light, which now I sec, 

May both the work and workman show J 
"nien by a sunbeam I will dimb to thee. 

^ Herberi. 



0 Living Will that sialt endure 

When all that seems shall suffer shock, 
Rise in the spiritual rock, 

Flo'w thro’ our deeds and make them pure, 

That Tre may lift from out of dust 
A voice as unto him that hears, 

A ciT above the conqncr'd years 
To one that vrith us works ; and trust 

With faith that comes of self-control, 

The truths that never can be proved { 
Until we close with all we loved 
And all we flow ftom, soul in soul. 

Tenn^sem. 


208 72 ; Song of Honour 

I cliub’d a hill as light fell slmrt, 

And rooks came home in scramble sort, 
And flll’d the trees and flapp’d and fought 
And sang themselves to sleep ; 

An owl ftom nowhere with no sound 
Swung by and soon was nowhere found, 

I heard him calling half-way round, 
Holloing loud and deep ; 

A pair of stars, faint pins of light, 

Then many a star, safl'd into sight, 

And all the stars, the flower of night, 
^’ere round me at a leap ; 

To tell how still the valleys lay 
I heard a watchdog miles away . , , 

And bells of distant sheep. 
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X fieard no more of bird or bdl. 

The mastifT in a slumber fell, 

I stared into tbe sky, 

As wondering men have always done 
Since beauty and the stars were one, 
Though none so hard os I. 

It seem’d, so still the valleys were, 

As if the whole world knelt at prayer, 
Sa\ e me and me alone ; 

So pure and wide that silence was 
I fear’d to bend a blade of grass, 

And there I stood like stone. 

There, sharp and sudden, there 1 heard— 
Ah / soHfC m'M lovestd tinging hirti 
Hole singing in the ireesf 
The njghfi/igate and baWe-men 
Were in ike EngUsh greennood then, 

And you heard one of ikese P 

The babblc*wrcn and nightingale 
Sang in the Abyssinian vale 
That season of the year ! 

Yet, true enough, I heard them plain, 
I licard them both ogain, again, 

As sharp and sweet and clear 
As if the Abyssinian tree 
Had thrust a bough across the sea, 

Had thrust n bough across to me 
With music for ray ear I 

I heard them both, and Oh ! I heard 
The song of every sin^ng bird 
That sings beneath the sky, 

And with the song of lark and ^^en 
The song of nionntaics, moths and men 
And seas and rainbou^ vie ! 
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I heard the universal choir, 

The Sons of Light exalt their Sire 
With universal song, 

Earth’s lowliest and loudest notes, 

Her million times ten million throats 
Exalt Him load and long, 

And lips and Inngs and tongues of Grace 
From every part and every place 
Within the shining of His face, 

The umversal throng. 

I heard the hymn of being sound 
From every well of honour found 
In haman sense and soul : 

The song of poets when they write 
The testament of Beaoh^rite 
Upon a flying scroll, 

The song of painters when they taie 
A burning brash for Beauty’s sake 
And limn her features whole— 

The song of men divinely wise 
Who look and see in starry skies 
Xot stars so much as robins’ eves. 

And when these pale away 
Hear flocks of shiny plciades 
Among the plums and apple trees 
Sing in the stmuner dar — 

The song of all both high and low 
To some blest vision true, 

The song of beggars when they throw 
The crust of pity all men owe 
To hnngry sparrows in the snow, 

Old beggars hongry too— 

The song of kings of Idngdoms when 
They rise above thdr fortnne men, 

And crown themselves anew,— 
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The song of courage, heart and will 
And gladness in a fight, 

Of men who face a hopeless iiifl 
With sparking and delight, 

The bells and bells of song that ting 
Kound banners of a cause or king 
From armies bleeding Trhite— 

The song of sailors every one 
^^Tien monstrous tide and tempest run 
At ships like bulls at red, 

Wlicn stately ships arc twirl'd and spun 
Liljc whipping-tops and help there 's cone 
And mighty ships ten thousand ton 
Go do;vn like lumps of lead— 

And song of fighters stem os they 
At odds nith fortune night and day, 
Cramm'd up in ciUes grim and grey 
As thick as bees in hives, 

Hosannas of a lowly UuDDg 
^Vho sing unconsdous of tlicir song, 
Wljose lips are in their lives— 

And song of some at holy war 

With spells and ghouls more dread by far 

Than deadly seas and cities are, 

Or hordes of quarrcllmg longs— 

The song of figliters great and small 
The song of pretty fighters all 
And high heroic things— 

The song of lovers— who knows how 
Twitch’d up from place and time 
Upon a sigh, a blush, a vow, 

A curve or hue of cheek or brow, 

Borne up and off from here and now 
Into the void sublime ! 
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And cndng loves and pasions still, 
In eveiT kev from soft; to shrill 
And numbers never done, 
Dog-loyalties to faitt and friend, 
And loves like Ruth’s of old no end, 
And intermission none — 


And burst on borst for beauty and 
For numbers not behind, 

From men whose love of motherland 
Is like a dog’s for one dear hand, 

Sole, selfless, boundless, blind — 

And song of some with hearts beside 
For men and sorrows far and wide, 

"Who watch the world with pity and pride 
And warm to all mankitid— 


And endless joyous music rise 
From children at their play, 

And endless soaring lullabies 
From happy, happy mothers’ eyes, 
And answering crows and baby cries. 
How many who shall saw ! 

And many a song as wondrous well 
With pangs and sweets intolerable 
From lonely hearths too gray to tell, 
God knows how utter gray 1 
And song from many a house of care 
When piun has forced a footing there 
And there 's a Darkness on the stair 
Will not be turn’d away— 


And song— that song whose singers come 
^ ith old kind tales of pitv from 
The Great Compasaon’s lips, 
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Hint mnkc the bells of Henven to penl 
Hound pillo\vs frosty with the feel 
Of Death's cold finger Ups— 

11)0 song of men all sorts and kinds, 

As many tempers, moods and minds 
As leaves are on a tree, 

As many faiths and castes and creeds, 
As many human bloods and breeds 
As in U\e world may be ; 

Tlic song of each and all who ga:^e 
On Bcau^ in her naked blaxe, 

Or see her dimly in n haze, 

Or get her light in fitful rays 
And tiniest needles even, 

The song of all not wholly dork, 

Not wildly sunk in stupor stark 
Too deep for groping Heaven— 

And alleluias srvcct and clear 
And wild with beauty men mis'hcar, 
From choirs of song as near and dear 
To Paradise as they, 

The evcrlasUngpipc and flute 
Of wind and sea and bird and brute, 
And lips deaf men imagine mute 
In wood and stone and clay, 

The music of a Iba strong 

Tliat shakes a liill a wlwlc night long, 

A hill as loud as he, 

Hie tintter of a mouse among 
Melodious greenery, 

Tlie ruby’s and the rainbow’s song, 

The nightingale's— all three, 

Q 
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The song of life that wells and 
From every leopard, lark and rose 
And everything that gleams or goes 
Lack-lustre in tiie sea. 

I heard it all, each, every note 
Of every lung and tongue and throat, 
Ay, every rhythm and rhyme 
Of everything that lives and loves 
And upward, ever upward moves 
From lowly to sublime ! 

Earth’s multitudinous Sons of Light, 

I heard them lift tiieir lyric might 
With each and eveiy chnuting sprite 
That lit the sky that wondrous night 
As far as eye could climb I 

I heard it all, I heard the whole 
Harmonious hymn of being roll 
Up through the chapel of my soul 
And at the altar die, 

And in the a\rful quiet then 
Myself I heard, Amen, Amen, 

Amen I heard me cry 1 
I heard it all and then although 
I caught my flying senses, Oh, 

A dizzy man was 1 1 
I stood and stared ; the sky was lit, 
Tlic sky was stars all over it, 

I stood, I knew not why, 

Without a wish, without a wll, 

I stood upon that silent hill 
And stared into the sky until 
My eyes were blind with stars and still 
1 stared into the sky. 


Ualph llodgsnn. 
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209 * 

Man, one harmonious soul of many a soul, 

WTiose nature is its own divine control, 

Wiere all things flo^v to all, as rivers to the sea ; 
Familiar acts are beautiful through love ; 

Labour, and pain, and grief, in hfe’s green grove 
Sport lilce tame beasts, none knew how gentle they 
could be ! 

His wll, wth ail mean passions, bad delights, 

And selfish cares, its trembling satellites, 

A spirit ill to guide, but mighty to obey, 

Is as a tempest-'u-ingid ship, whose jjcJm 
Love rules, through waves whicli dare not overwhelm, 
Forcing life’s wildest sliores to own its sovereign sway 

All things confess his strength. Through tlie cold mass 
Of marble and of colour his dreams pass ; 

Bright threads whence mothers weave the robes their 
children wear ; 

Language is a perpetual Orphic song, 

Wliich rules with Dtcd.!! harmony a throng 
Of thoughts and forms, which else senseless and shape- 
less were. 

Tlic liglitning is his slave ; heaven's utmost deep 
Gives up her stars, and hkc a flo(^ of sheep 
They pass before his eye, are number’d, and roll on ! 
The tempest is his steed, he strides the air ; 

And the abyss shouts from her depth laid bare, 
Heaven, hast thou secrets ? Man unveils me ; I have 

Shelly. 


none. 
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2 *U 


He cUliM fears fair lew much, 

Or his dcscrli nrc fnwll, 

'Hint tl.ircs not put il to the loufh, 

To gain or lo'C II nil. . . . 

Monlmc* 


21 1 Snermentum Supranum 

Ye that vUb rno have fooghl nnil fa'iVtl and fought 
To the last desperate trench of battle’s crest, 

Not yet to sleep, not yet ; onr t'ork is nought ; 

On that last trcndi the fate of all may rest. 

Draw near, iny friends ; and let your thoughts he high *, 
Great hearts arc glad when it is lime to give j 

Life Is no life to him lhat darts not die, 

And dcatij no dtath to him lhat dares to live. 

Draw near together ; none he last or first 5 
We are no longer names, but one dtsirc ; 

With the same burning of the soul we thirst, 

And the same arinc to-night shall quench our fire. 

Drink I to our fatliers who begot us men, 

To the dead voices that arc nc\ er dumb ; 

Then to the land of all our loves, and then 
To tlic long parting, and tlie age to come. 

Henry NerzhoU, 


212’*' 

Now, God be thank’d WIio has match’d us with His hour, 
And caught our youth, and waken’d us from sleeping, 
Wirii hand made sure, dear eye, and sharpen’d power, 
To turn, as s^\•imme^s into cleanness leaping, 
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Glfif] froaj a v orlc) g:mw7i old and <M]d and iveary, 
Lcnvc tiic sick hearts ihnt honour could not move, 
And i>u!f-nicn, nnd their dirty soti^ and dreary, 

And all the little cmpUncbsof lo\cl 

Oh ! w c who have kno^vn shame, wc have found release 
there, 

\^’hcrc there 's no ill, no grief, bot sleep has mending, 
‘ Nougiit broken save tliia body, lost but breath ; 
Kothing to shake the laughing heart’s long peace there 
But only agony, and that lias ending ; 

And tlic worst friend and enemy is but Death. 

Bmk. 


213 

No coward soul is mine, 

No trembler in tlic world’s storm-troubled splicrc : 

I see Ilcai-cn's glories jtliine, 

And faith sliincs equal, arming roe from fear, 

0 God M'itiiin my breast, 

Almiglity, «ve^prcscnt Deity 1 
Life— that in me has rest, 

As I— undying Life— have power in Tlioe I 

Vain are the thousand creeds 
Tliat move men's hearts, unutterably vain, 
\^^o^thlcss as wither’d weeds 
Or idle frotli amid tfic boundless main, 

To waken doubt In one 
Holding so fast by Thine infinity ; 

So surely anchor'd on 
Tlie steadfast rock of immortality. 
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With M'ide-embradng love 
Tliy spirit animates eternal yearsj 
Perrades and broods above, 

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears. 

Though earth and man M’cre gone, 

And suns and universes ceased to be, 

And Thou ^ve^e left alone, 

Every esistcnce would enst in Thee. 

There is not room for Death, 

Nor atom tliat his might could render void i 
Tliou— Thod art Being and Breath, 

And what Thou art may never be destroyed. 

BronlS. 


214 Content 

Akt thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers ? 

0 sweet content ! 

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplex’d ? 

0 punishment ! 

Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vex’d 
To add to golden numhere golden numbers ? 

0 sweet content ! 0 sweet, 0 sweet content ! 

Work apace, apace, apace, apace *, 

Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 

Then hey nonny nonny— hey nonny nonny I 

Const drink the waters of the crispfcd spring ? 

0 sweet content I 

SaTmm’st thou in wealth, yet sink’st in thine own tears ? 
0 punishment 1 

Then he that patiently Want’s burden bears 
No burden hears, botis aking, a king I 
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0 svcet content I 0 sweet, 0 sweet content ! 
^Vork npacc, npftcc, apace, apace ; 

Honest labour beats a lovely face ; 

Tlicn bey nonny nonny— h(g^ nonny nonny. 

DeHer. 


213 Tk Soul' s ‘PiYpim^t 

Givb me my scallop-shel! of quiet, 
My staff of faith to waBc vpon, 

My scrip of joy, immortal diet, 

My bottle of salvation, 

My gown of glory, hope’s true gage ; 
And thus I ’ll lake my pilgrimage. 

Biood must be my body's balmer ; 

No other balm will there be given ; 
indlst my soul, like quiet palmer, 
Twvcilcth tovards the land of ijcaven | 
Over tJje silver mountain, 

Where spring the nectar fountains : 
There will I kiss 
The bowl of bliss. 

And drink mine cvcrlasring fill 
Upon evei)' milkcn hdl. 

My soul wll be n-dry before ; 

But, after, it will thirst no more. 


2 i 6* Tie Character of a Happy Life 

How h.ippy is he bora and taught 
Tiiat serveth not anotiier’s will ; 

Whose armour is his honest thought, 

And simple truth his utmost skill ! 

KsKop-»J;ff}JJ li!} Na 3B. «rip} atontag, finjel please- 
bilmer] cm^almer. pnljnerl pJgrim- 
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WTiose passions not his masters are ; 

Whoso soul is still prepared for death, 
Untied unto the ^\orld with care 
Of prince s love or vulgar breath. . « . 

WTio hath his life from rumours freed ; 

^Tiosc conscience is his strong retreat ; 
Whose state can neither flatterers feed, 

Kor niin make accusers great : 

Who God doth late and early pray 
More of his grace than gifts to lend ; 

And entertains the harmless day 
With a ^ell-chosen hook or friend : 

This man is free from senile hands 
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall ; 

Lord of himself, though not of lands 5 
Andharins nothing, he hath all. 

floHoa. 


217* Constancy 

Who is the honest man ? 

He that doth stOl and strongly good pursue, 

To God, his neighbour, and liimsclf most truei 
\S'hom neitlier force nor farming can 
Unpin, or rrrench from giving all their due : 

Whose honesty is not 
So loose or easy, that a ruffling rvind 
Can blow aw.ay, or glittering look it blind *. 

rides his sure and even trot, 

While the world now rides by, now lags behind ; 
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when great trink conic, 

Kor yeeks, nor slmrs them j but doth calmly stay 
Till lie the tiling and the example weigh : 

All being brought into n sum, 

\\7iat place or person calls for, he doth pay : 

none can work or woo 
To use in any thing a trick or sle^ht ; 

Tor above all things he abhors deceit : 

His words and works and fashion too 
All of n piece arc, all me clear and straight ; 

WIio never melts or thaws 
At close temptations ; when tlic day is done, 

His goodness sets not, but in dark cod run ; 

The sun to others wTitcUi laws, 

And is tlieir Virtue ,* Virtue is his Sun ; 

tVlio, ivbcft he is to treat 

Wtli sick folks, women, those whom passion? sway, 
Allows for that, and keeps his constant way ; 

Whom otlicrs’ faults do not defeat ; 

Bat tliougli men fail liim.yct his partdol?i play ; 

Whom nothing can procure, 

Wlicn tiic wdc world runs bins, from lu« A\ill 
To wTitlic Jiis limbs, and share, not mend the ill 
Tills is the Marksman, safe and sure, 
lllio still is right, and praw to be so still. 

IMtrt. 


218 Ckracter of the Ea^p^ IVarrior 

Who is the happy Warnor ? Who is he 
Tiiat every aifin in arms should wish to be ? 

—It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought 
Among tlic tasks of real life, hath wrought 
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Upon llic pl.in that pleased bis boyish Ihonghl l 
^\^losc high endeavours arc an inwaitl light 
Tliat makes the path before liim always bright ! 
Wlio, with a natural instinct to discern 
What knowledge can perfonn, is diligent to learn 
Abides by tliis resolve, and ftops not there, 

Bat makes his moral being his prime care ; 

\^Tio, doom'd to go in company with Pain, 

And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train 1 
Turns his necessity to glorious gain *, 

In face of tlicsc doth exerdse a power 
Which is our human nature’s highest dower ; 
Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves 
Of their bad influence, and their good receives ‘ 
By objects, wluch might force tlie soul to abate 
Her feeling, render’d more compassionate } 

Is placable— because occasions rise 
So often that demand such sacrifice ; 

More skilful in self-knowledge, even more pure, 
As tempted more ; more able to endure, 

As more exposed to sulTering and distress ; 
Thence, also, more ali^'e to tenderness. 

— ’Tis he whose law is reason ; who depends 
Upon that law as on the best of friends j 
^\bence, in a state where men are tempted still 
To eril for a guard agmnst worse ill, 

And what in quality or net is best 
Doth seldom on a right foundation rest, 

He labours good on good to fix, and owes 
To virtue everj' triumph that he knows : 

— if he rise to station of command, 

Eises by open means ; and there will stand 
On honourable terras, or else retire, 

And in himself possess his own desire ; 

^’l^o comprehends Ins trust, and to the same 
Keeps faithful wth a angleness of mm ; 
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And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait 
For wealth, or honours, or for worldly state : 

Whom they must follow ; on whose head must fall, 
Like showers of manna, if they come at all ; 

Wliose powers shed round Mm in the common strife, 
Or mild concerns of ordinary life, 

A constant influence, a peculiar grace ; 

But who, if he be call'd upon to face 

Some a^rful moment to which Heaven has join’d 

Great issues, good or bad for human hind, 

Is happy as a Lover ; and attired 

With sudden brightness, like a Man inspired ; 

And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the law 
In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw ; , 

Or if an unexpected call succeed, 

Come Avhen it will, is equal to tlie need : 

—He who, though thus endued as with a seiL«e 
And faculty for storm and turbulence, 

Is yet a Soul whose mastc^bias leans 
To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes,' 

Sweet images ! which, wheresoe'er he be, 

Are at his heart ; and such fiddity 
It is his darhng passion to approve ; 

More brave for this, that he hath much to love t— 
'Tis, finally, tlie Man, who, lifted high, 

Conspicuous object in a Nation’s eye, 

Or left unthought-of in obscurity,— 
with a toward or untowanl lot, 

Prosperous or adverse, to his nish or not — 

Plays, in the many games of life, that one 
TlTiere what he most doth value must be won : 

Whom neither shape of danger can dismay, 

Nor thought of tender happiness betray ; 

Who, not content that former worth stand fast, 

Looks forward, persevering fo the last, 

From Well to better, daily self-suipass d : 
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^vhether praise of him must -walk the earth 
For ever, and to noble deeds ^ve birth, 

Or he must fall, to sleep Trithout his fame, 

And leave a dead unprofitable name— 

Fkids comfort in himself and in his cause ; 

And, Tvhile the mortal mist is gathering, dra^ 

His breath in conCdence of Heaven’s applause : 

This is the happy Warrior ; this is He 
That every Man in arms should wish to be, 

WordsTVorih, 1805 . 


219 Maxims 

By all means use sometimes to be alone. 

Salute thyself ; see what thy soul doth wear. 

Dare to look in thy chest, for ’tis thine own j 
And tumble up and doivn what thou find st there, 
cannot rest till he good fellows find, 

He breaks np house, turns out of doors his mind. 

Be thrif^, but not covetous ; therefore give 
Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his dne. 
Never was scraper brave man. Get to live ; 

Then live, and use it ; else it is not true 
That thou hast gotten. Surely Use alone 
Makes money not a contemptible stone. 

T et in thy thriving still nusdoubt some evil ; 

Lest gaining gmn on thee, and make thee dim 
To all things else. Wealth is the conjurer’s devil J 
Whom when he tHnks he hath, the devil hath him. 
Gold thou mayst safelv touch ; but if it stick 
Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick. 
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Wint skills it, if ft bag of stones or gold 
^Ibout tii}’ neck do dtt»ra thee ? Saise thjr head ; 
Take stars for money ; stars not to be told 
By tiny art, yet to be putcbasfcd. 

None is so vnslcful as the scraping dame : 

Siie losclb tiircc for one ; her soul, rest, fame. 

Laugh not too much ; the nitty roan laughs least j 
For Avit is news only to ignorance. 

Less at t)»ne oim things laagb ,* lest in the jest 
Tiiy person share, nnd the conceit advance t 
Make not thy sport abuses ; for the fly 
Tliat feeds on dung is colourfed thereby. 

Fid: out of mirth, like stones out of Ihy ground, 
Profnnercss, flitliincss, abusireness. 

These are the scum with wliich coarse MiU abound ; 
Tiie fine may spare these well, yet not go less. 

All tilings nre big with jest : nothing that '5 plain 
But may be witt)’, if thou hast the vein. 

Eroy not greatness ; for thou mnk’st thereby 
Thyself tlie worse, and so the distance greater : 

Be not thine oira worm : yet such jealousy, 

As hurts not others but may make thee better. 

Is a good spur. Correct thy passion’s spite ; 

Tlien may Uie beasts draw tbecto happy light. 

Be calm in arguing ; for fierceness makes 
Error a fault, and truth discourte^. 

^^Tly should I feel another man's mistakes 
More tluan his siclaiesses or poverty ? 

In love I should *. but anger is not love, 

Nor Avisdom neither ; tiiercfore gently move. 
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Be useful ^here thou livest, tbnt they may 
Both •want and wish thy pleasing presence still. 
Kindness, good parts, great places are the way 
To compass this. Find out men’s 'grants and will, 
And meet them there. AB worldly joys go less 
To the one joy of doing kindnesses. 

Sum up at night what thou hast done by day ; 

And in the morning, what thou hast to do. 

Dress and rmdre^ thy soul : mark the decay 
And growth of it : if with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then wind up both. Since we shall be 
Most surely judged, make thy accounts agree. 

In brief, acquit thee bravely ; play the man. ' 
Look not on pleasures as they come, but go. 

Defer not the least virtue : life’s poor span 
Make not an ell by trifling in thy woe. 

If thou do ill, the joy fades, not the pains : 

If well, the pain doth fade, the joy remains. 

Ilcrheri. 



NOTES 

The nQmeT^tlOIl, k thicker t^pc, Tefera ta the poems 
ced not to |is"ea, 

2. ijjnnjs . . . that tia. 'Thenortlicrn Early English 3 rd 
person plnr. in -i is extremely commoa in the Folio Sliake- 
epeare. In some cases the subject-noun may be considered 
as sinplar in i/ioujAl.'— Sbofce*^, Gram. 

34. «tfenlmowi//ie/ee/. Seonoteona. Blake was probably 
influenced by Shakespeare's use. Three stanzas omitted at 
end. 

38. From aiou^ode^Tolhcimmortalmemorj’and friend- 
ship of tbnt noble pair, Sir Lucius Cary [Lord Falkland^ who 
fell at the Battle of Newbury, 1 (M 3 ] and Sir Henry Morison.’ 

39. An extract from Au^iriw of Innocme. 

40. Stanza, in. /Ac turning jpAere. ‘Sphere' in the older 
poets implies the ancient Ftolemaic system of astronomy, in 
winch ten spheres circle round the earth, carrying the Sun, 
the Moon, the seven pkneU, and Ike fixed stars. Tiio sphere 
was a spinning shell of undeflued substance carrying the 
planet : they made music by their motion. See stanza xiit., 
and note on 96.— VI. Aucjfcr, the morning star.— vm, Pun, 
tins god of Nature, here for the Lord of alL— .\. Cynthia, tho 
moon. Her hollow round, see note on sUnra iti.—xxi. im 
andiemum [pronounce Xemmur#, Englished from iorfr and 
LemurJj], tiie household gods and spirits of tiio dead, — 
Flameiis, Roman priests — xxii. tuwe-fesHer’d god, Pagon.— 
Athtaroth (Astarte), Phcenician goddess, later identified with 
Venus.—I/flmmon, Ammon, an Ethiopian god worshipped 
widely in N. Africa under the form of a rani,— TAnramHS, 
Tammus, an obscure Aaatic deity identified with Adonis, 
whose myth represented the death of lie year in winter.— 
XXIV, OfinV, Egyptian god ofAgricuUure, probably confused 
here with the sacred Bull, Apis.— xx^•. Typhon, a primitive 
GreekmoQstcr-godjfatlierofthetnnds.— xxvi. Fm/5, fairies. 

41. A selection from axty similur stanzas in CAristmar 
Anifpfttms. 

44. Attempts by Swinburae, Rossetti, Teats, and other 
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edUors to hinnoniSG the fragmentary phrases of this mni- 
iiiGcent poem, have failed- Its force la not impaired by the 
irregularities of verbal stnictore. I gire John Sampson s con- 
serrative test 

48. Part II. stanza 4 . ^TaatrightjSaidiheu. Themarginal 
gloss appended by Coleridge to later editions eiplains that 

the Mariner'sslipmalesLereniake themselves accomplices in 

his crime : And, in Part III. stanza llj I’vs iron means that 
‘^Life-in-Dcathwinneth the Mariner from Death.' — Part\ H. 

stanzaS. Itrcis:. ThUpronunciationrhymingwithnotaisan 

ezampleof an ohsolsteirord wronglyspoken. Trov rhjTues 
\rith out, etc. : thus^ 

‘ Hare more Ihan thou slowest, 

Speak less than then knowest, 

Lend }e53 thas thon ovest, 

Bide tEQK than thou 
Learn more than thou trowest, 

Set I«s than then ihrowcsL — jTin? 

52. This section of a poem, which Shelley sub8ec[ucntly 
altered and divided «p; stands (as given here) metrically apart 
from the rest. 

56. ifcrtf’nffjtff. The feast ofSt Martin, the 'Apostle of 
Gaul,’ commernorated asa lesser Saint in tiie English Church 
on Nov. lltli, which is now ArmisUce Day. St. Marlin was 
a soldier, son of a military tribooe in the army of the emperor 
Constantine in the fourth centurv. From early youth ho was 
aconvert to Christianity and became Bishop of Tours, where 
his memory is perpetuated. He is usually represented in tho 
act of dividing his cloak ^vith his sword in order to hestow 
half of it on a naked beggar. 

60. The last ten lines are from a longer poem by Lknt 
Sinchet. Burnsmadehissongoftheia. Hinches’ spellings, 
lore and vfJl, do not forbid dialectal pronunciation. 

63. Attributed to Copf, Oyi/rie, and appears in Scott's 
Bckchy quoted in the notes. The text here is Bums's version 
of it 

68. Fartofa Jacobitesongadapt^byBurns. 

69. fco!, an unfortnnato rhyme because its initial suggests 
fowl. The last couplet has become proverbial, with and in 
place of or, as if it meant 'the rest is all rubbish.' Pope 
meant that tie restwas only clothes, in the cobbler bis leather 
apron, in the parson his stuff gown. The juxtaposition of aU 





ftiih when means no<ilinjj6u/,Uoj3]ycicu';cii lir the 
reqnlar accent of the \tree, ^hich forbids tlic usual tnenuin},' 
of the common phmso allh\t. 

70. in 4 th Rtania jnirf/af/A is no exclamation. 

72. Founded on a tradiUonnl Cornish sonir. 

73. Obscn'c the unmatched accumulative value of the re- 
frain : also that the lingo is the narrator’s, not the captain’s, 

75 - Byron gent this to John Murray, Iho publisher, ns a 
jocular draft of his reply to Dr, Polidori on rending that 
author’s play. 'Dial the personages who figure in tiiis society 
are not all known to us docs not weaken the humour of tlio 
picture. On p. 03 the two ejacnlation-marks in third and 
fourth lines from foot arc added by present editor. 

yfi. Many of Pope's lines have passed into common spoccli: 
this extract cmitnins oxnmplcs. 

85. Translated from the Greek ofMoschus. 

89. /.rion’r Kheti Iiiou w-is king of the Lapitlis, who 
fought with the Centaurs, As punishment forhiscrimesand 
ingratitude to Zeus he was chained to a fiery wheel which 
revolved for ever in the lower world.— J/cmpSfnn Sphinx, 
Sphinx was a monstrous being in Creek mythology, with a 
womsn’shond on the body of a winged lion In Egypt, wlience 
it was derived, it was a conchant (unwinged) lion, human in 
form from tho breast upwards ; and rows of those mystorioua 
figures lined tho avenues of the temples. Mempliis was ono 
of the earliest historical cities in Egypt and had magnificent 
torapics. The famous colossal Sphinx is by the Pyramida at 
Gizeli, which is some miles down the Nile from Memphis. 

96, Lorenroi*talkingwilhJessica(Jftrcfi.o/ren. Actv.); 
on example of tho lyrical beau^ which Shakespeare intro- 
duces into his blank verse.— an angel tinge, see note on 
40, stanza rii. Plato rays, ‘On the upper surface of each 
sphere is a Siren, who goes round with them, hymning a 
single sound and note.' 

105. Lay <ifthe Last iTmlrel. Ojieolngof last canto. 

106. Tho comparison is between Tuscany and Yorkshire : 
fifii'cnn'ff (La Verna, Alvernia), where St. Francis received tlie 
stigmata, in tiie Apennines above Florence, ‘Nel crudo sasso 
intra'fcvereed Arno,’ Dante, Par. XI. tSC.—^’earjiffispartof 
the scene of Scott’s liakebg. 

108. Tho opening of Endymion, published 1818 . 

S 
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int'bprlirmc hw; penfral ii ‘6 prcv 

nnunccd r< in iU ruriatillbrni tfomain ; and thisis histoncali j 
prfferabln {O.LD.). NVe alio tlio bomnphone rffmfnn in 
fomnion U‘c. 

143 Fro/M'R, (lift prophetic^ old man of tlioSM.'n person- 
npe rich in delipbiful lipcads. — Tri/on, n ion of I’o^oi don nnd 
Amphitrite, ’''ho ii»'cd In a pirden nnder the »m; u'uallp 
TO prosentcd wi t)i a dolpHn’i lall. Trllona aro often iniupncd 
ai numorom a* Mermaid*. 

145. Am unfinished poem of wliich tie first two sUn »5 are 


147. Tmpt, n beautiful meunUin porgo in Thcs*alp con- 
nected with the worthip of Apollo. 

148. fioslitanra of three. 

Ijt. On QCMtion, when the length of thli poem Ip Incon- 
venient, the hracke ted itania* can he omitted. 

154. IiRstPtaflM omitted. In»t.J,trinrf»,6trrf*,and/o(KJi 
aro all penitirci, and Mrrf* ia plural. Ae eidener amhipious. 

155. Note Day ia fern. initiniaS, ma'f. in 5 . 

JS6, Wpporrent A fountain on MtllelicDnaafredtethr 

Mu*ea, fabled to hate aprunp up from a airoke of i’epasus' 
lioflf/Jwff OV Tlic Eupli'h word ia ol wapa a trisyllable. 

{59. /att ia used for ‘a*iftly' in itaosa 4, and five lines 
above for ‘ firm.’ In firatsUnwKlrVit a 
171. I'ourtccn line* of fanciful mythology are omitted as 
indicated in numeration. 1. 10. J/oipAfK*, the pod of dreama. 
-SO, Oiintliia, the monn.-88. Vwna, a mrlliicnl king of 
Egypt named Thot, to whom the Nco-Platonisls ascribed the 
nTme and universal wisdom of the Greek god Hermes. He 
is thriefUTiat u King, Priest, and Philosepher (Browne).- 
GO. The iplrite of the dead arc imagined as mhabilmg the 
starry ‘ spiicres ’ : see BOteon 40.— 101. ifunwr, _».<• to recall 
the Inst poems of Jfosious, and the song by vfhicli Orpheus 
rescued Eurydicc from Hell, and the Ulc that Chaucer left 

nnfimshed.-ia 4 ..Sp/™n,thofortit-god. 

m. Makn. ThoGreckMalawosmolherofHermM. Iho 

Latin goddess ofthatnamo became ae«Ociated with themonth 

ofMay,wheualsoIIermea’(MercaiT'i)feastwaskcpt. Hence 

perhaps the rare epithet ‘Makn' hero may mean 'scented 
like spring flowers,' Compare ‘tie incense of all Gowers 
jnstabove, 
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:75' TheCimTwmnt lived at the cniinf 

tlio world where the san. never shone. — 29. Uele, cup-bcarcr 
ofthc Gods. —125. Hymen, god of marriage^ commonly repre- 
sented in EDglish masqucsa^hcrede<crihcd(Broffnc). 13G. 
Lydian airt, the ecclcMasUcal Mode which in the seventeenth 
century wa« equivalent to our scale of P major, — 150. i'ury* 
dice. ThesloryhalftoldiniyijI.lOi. 

176, VroTn Sleep ond Pfitlrj/. Agoofi Keatsa 

objective style, ^ These images are of life considered first as 
a mere atomic movement in a general flur, then as-n dream on 
the brink of destruction, then as a budding hope, then as an 

intellectual distraction, then as au ecstatic glimpse of beauty, 

and lastly 83 an inatinctiro pleasure.’ — i/on/moreroOtheriver 
in Canada. 

178. From At ytm HJte »{, n. 7. hu iound, i.e, its sound, 
referring to toice. lu, the genitive of it, is not found before 
Eliiahethan writers ; ‘his' was the old genitive, and is much 
more frequent than ‘ its ’ in Shakespeare. 

179. From the Euiy on Jfon, end of Ep. ir.— 1. 2, «n7/ 
change, we should say teould cAcnje.— 1. IG, (icJited vith a 
rf M w ; as this is not pecnliar to babes, tbe eipression must be 
metaphoTical, and its apparent force Immediately disappears. 
—Four lines below, in headi and frayer^hooki, the cynicism 
is overdone. 

182. From 

183. on J/iin, beginning of Ep, 11. 

188. Title of this poem is ilerWulion and Independence. 

189. Franqola Dominique Toussaint, Buraamed L'Ouver- 
ture, was governor of SL Domingo, and chief of the African 
slaves enfranchised by the decree of the French Convention 
(1794). He resisted Napoleon s edict re-establishing slavery 
in St Domingo, was arrested and sent toParisin June 1802, 
and there died after tenmonths’ imprisonment in April 1803 
(Hutchinson). 

194. 1,11. £'jfoa’r6rook,PoolofSiloatn. — 12. /flri6i/,hard 
by, near by, not ‘swift.'— 15. Aonfan Mount, Helicon, the 
abode of Apollo and the Mmci.— 92. highth, always thus, 
pronounced as spelt, in Milton.— 109. ‘This qneslion is 
parenthetical ; it means, tbe true glory h to be nneonquered 
In spirit, though the field he lost ’ (Beeching). 

199 From The Ferry Qwen, opening of 8th canto of Bk. a. 
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:oo ititphfrfd. Botc t« 17X, 1 . S 9 . 

201. p.L nk.tKcai. 

202 }\L !)k. n. i 57 , J. 55 , J/Wnm, cfio of tlio tfiroc 
(lorpouSj whn^o licadj with mkcs for hair, Itiriied liim tcIio 
lof/kodorjitliitOKJono. 

209. 'Hic iut four lititQzu of nino iu one of tlio lyrical 
rnonotli/'? ffpoken ky Karth In the last of Promethm. 

:10. The tccond half of the second stjnu of four. 

2:2, iQjptred hy thecnlJ of tie Great Ifar. 

216. Text of thii poem Is hH<ied on q hat would seem the 
fiiitliorilj amont,' many rariout*, <umeof irbfei are proi* 
«ll}‘ the own rorrecUoM, One stauia U omitted on 
jjfcouJitofitji I'tTpicirdfrafnmar; 

' ll'Ac (iitidh tAa( cAaner do!h ruiir, 

Or «■«,* v\« nenr ««/«•» W 
ifotr (Jr/ji-jf voumf j ar< jn 1 ra Ijr preitt ; 

JV'or niffj tj ttsU, tut ni/« of ftod.' 

317. itJ the last line of etaoxa •» I have <iul 3 sljluted err for 
end In the common text.* /l//<j/'«y/w,e?j/«//e«e/rartfflrf 
ifratpAljaad inlaststauiiJfcr/.wnflnforJ/orAmfln.— Inl.l3, 
llflhhf ofiiilhf /xumplr iiinn* ' the principle and its spiritua) 
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?cr l‘''n tea .tre .... 





Fcr I dial iato liis faitirt, fur M cssiaa ejt conic t^cs 




?or 2IjrcT, Comics, Kicitess, Sliriii . 





Toet Stv'ir.itUtbs tattAtieof tteT«-»T 





Fell I'.Vr.tts five tiy ffttlisrlita 





G:cecsaTi':iil3;v«3«llofcciet . 




2H 

Glee to me the. life I loce. 





Green fieldf of Zr;liLad 1 ifttrciss’er 




IH 

Halt, biri tlie lirk at fctivft'e gate I'ngi 




i 

He t-e ctaj •ejtii cooked binds . 





He eiAer ('ir* bit file loo nsscb . 




2H 

He leapt to srmi tuiV.dJes 




iSfi 

Helen, the beintr u to IT* 





Hezee. h’-tted ^lehncHlj . . . 





IlesM, Ti’a deitdJs. j iari 




IJO 

Her itrotg er^ntatmeni* fallicj , . 




Ibl 

Hete'v ibealtb totbtm vtit’e , 




M 

Hesot: isd ibin:' frra to cotdjtfon riee 




a 

Eowbappf i!l«lcT.tcdtsoiist . 
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'How»b«idl7otJi:i;elfl"*ki>otr . 




3 

Ho-* .iVep tie Brtre, vbo cti to reit . 




19 

Ho'>» i*s«t tlj e«t;!;iit tieepi npoa tbii bint . 



113 

1 n Bcnifcs cl ill I lureej , 




33 

rBV'*afi.V *"•»*, Jolt .... 




73 

1 155 ! pet wiat I li i^bc »•«. or Inor* * 




170 

IcaAsote;.er.ir*ej<i .... 
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leliE.bd JCiUMl'fbtfellehort . 





I d'ns’d that, m I wander'd Ip tbe 




135 

IhiTtisam'd ...... 





1 1 :.rt «*«n eld ihip* »iil like e«»aj isleep 




155 

n.*i: » »-Wei erp o{ jo'o 




G2 

I ktcv'cet wbii r.v leeieVu . 




133 

I cirt a fattljer from la atl'.'joe land . 




sy 

I \&z‘ for i’i.» B-.t'c wLkb U dicspo 




153 

I I'-e Ufee rse tie Glis.'.ilort« 




151 

1 will i:!*r ir.i goB-»w, and go tol’iosjfret 




IKl 

1 truli 1 Wf-a ^ ^ 




73 

U tloa wn! U tWs’O . 




13 

If joa «s If*;. Tvzr bftd oH abont tu" 



L'.*) 

lt,X»-adjd'd:\nM»Kl.fcR . 




C-: 

Irt« r.; l.tari an iiT C at Vi.lf . 




it: 

It tL»rf fa- to'/K 




M 

it .1 »;■* tl f t'-sr*.'!, UeCIiet 
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li I< h l^antestii eventnir, ettlin tod (tte , , , 



130 

It II eti i.nci«at Mirlner 



^0 

Ui’itiotiio’nrsMktatTeo . , , . . 
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11 kcepi f Ufiiil wlihptrlnfs aroand. 



101 

ll^'^^#'IoreuI^l^:lltfo'KlD£. . . . . 



79 

It TTM a loTtr ttii! lili isii > • . . , 



131 

It TiM til# llwtilow K&ve thcoWrlli . 



1B5 

It wai tin ‘Winter wild 



27 

Jos on, jog on, I'm footpiiUi way .... 



10 

Join Andorinn, my lo, John , . . , 



73 

Joy 6uil "Woe ore TTOfen t'loo 



20 

Keen, fitful guiti m« whiap’rioe t»d thetv , 



129 

Know then thyself, presume not God to scon . 



293 

Leini now the fair willow, dreKininf . . , 



lOS 

Let all the world in arery ootner sfiis . , , 



m 

Little tongue of retl'lirowDitemo .... 
Look net thou on bcAuty’i chomiti!; 



13 

22 

Look lliy last ou ell lldngtloTely .... 



I6i 

Men, one harmonioui loul of ntauy a tout 
UeUiit’ftvcbeeowt]etr<rebeeii .... 
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Mrlton 1 them ihouidtt be IWing at thlt hou . 



m 

Much have I iiareU’d in the realise of gold , 



104 

KuB[c,wbea soft totoc* die 



ITT 

Idy heart aohei, and a droway nnmbnen puna . 
Ky heart '■ in the Highlande, my heart b not here . 
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My heart leapi up when I behold .... 



210 

My eilki sud fine arrar ...... 



130 

My traelorehathmy heart, andibaro hie > • 



132 

No ooward soul ii mine 



SIC 

Not a drum was heard, not a funerni note 



IG 

Now, God bfl thank’d tVlio hai match’d ns mlh His hour 


S44 

Now, my oo-matee, and brothers in exile , 



40 

lie hr^it XS0M% Stw, Dji/'j JttrfMffer 



a 

0 Captain 1 my Captain 1 onr fesTfol tnp ta dwo • 



18 

0 Living Will that shalt endure .... 



230 

OMary, go&nd calUhoeattlehome . . . 



76 

0, my love's Iikea red, todroae .... 



77 

0 snatch'd B'aoy in beauty's bloom , 



134 

0 what urn ail theo, Enight'Ot-snus , . • 



197 

0 wild Weit 'Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s heinR 



159 

0 world ! 0 life 1 Otimol ..... 



206 

Of Man’s First DlBohedience, and the Fmt . 



219 

Oft in tbo stilly nl^bt ... . • 
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268 


Ok ! kQsk tkf e, iny biHe, thj site »a* t knigkt • 

Ok, talk cot to ne of a crob Er«st in ttory . 

Ok, to kc la Eaglaad 

Oh. to what jjDrfo?8 don tboQ board tbr word'? . 

Old M«g fhe ■was & Gipsy 

Onijioet’KlipsIaltpV 

Oa T7ealock Edje the trood ’* in trouble 
Oa« leisoa, K&tore, let as leare of thee . 

Orpkws witkids late naie treia . , . ■ 

O'iier* apart sat on a Hill retired . - . • 

Oar bojUs sang truee— for the night-oluad had lower'd 

O^irbukoreidtlfc 


23 

1S3 

115 

121 

e 

124 

152 

209 

4 

& 

115 

6 


Qceen and buttresr. ebaate and fair . « 

Qcinqcerecie of 2\ tceTek iron; uiilaiit Opbir • 


111 

154 


Barely, rarely, eocat tkoc . 

Blag out, wild belli, to the wild fky 


Seuoc of oltU and mellow fnitfubesi . . . 

She dwelt anjoeg Ike i.*.tf>)dden ways . 

Should auld acquaiotattco be forge; .... 
Soldier, rest Mky warfare o’er. . . . . 

So, we’ll go no fieri s-reviiig . . . . . 

Speak j thy ttfong words may atrer pus away 
Spring, the iwett Spring, n the year’s pleasant Vic? 


Stay, itay at ioae, ay beeit, aad reel ^ 

Stone walla do not a prlioa make 1^ 

Stopandeonsidtrn’.feubalwday. ..... 253 

Sweep tky faat strings, Masieiia ...... 5’ 

Sweet and low, sweet and low 24 

.Swiftly walk o'er the western waTc. . , , , , li*' 


Tbi not the royal Saint with Tsia e^n.'e . . . . 2l6 

Tellae not, Swtel, Ian unkied ...... ISS 

Tell me where ia Fancy bred . I9S 

TkatyoaharewTcmgdniodothappearintk’ij ... 147 
The captain stood oa the canoa^le: ‘First J’e’jtenact,' 



The entfew tolls the 'icell of I'Srting day . . . . 16C 

Tnerijirnitoi Spirit k» waste oleittRe .... 225 

Tc« leatken o; the "iSow ....... I09 

The glories ns oar and state 5S 

The IlinitrcVkoy to the war is gone 13 

ThenljhlbfitLoisa-ifjes IS7 
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TliBiunilcscrmUnglnlhcTfert . • ♦ 

The Sun docs 

Tlvo9nniiwnrm,tlie»ky is clear . 

TheTTorld iRlromucU vUhns; late ftiul soou 

There l>c none of Btsuty'* dnughten . • 

There is n pleasure in llie psthlesi woods 
There ieiratstinuiiic here that lofler falls . 

ThcrolWed a nife St Uihcrt well . ■ • 

There was a reiting in the wind all night . 

This is tliB weather the cueVoo likes « 

Thou ftrt light and thon art free • 

Tliou still untawish’d bride of fjoiclocM • 

Thou whose birth on caiUi 
Tiger 1 tiger llmmlag bright . . • • 

To find tie 'iTcsteni path . . . • 

To ray true Wog I offer'd free from stain 

To one -who baa been long moly pent . • 

Toll for the brave .••••• 
Tonrsalnl, the most unhappy man of men 
Trnfl Tliomss lay on Iluntlle bank . • • 

Turalog from these with awe, oneemoto 1 taireu 
'Twas at the season when the Barth npspringi 
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Under the greenwood tree • ♦ • 

Under the wide and slany sky 

UBfaUiomsMe Seal whose waves aw 3 wie 


IVaken, lords and Indies gay . • • • ‘ 

‘^ee, slcekiti cowW, tirn'rooebcastio . • 

VceWilHe Gray, and his leather wallet. . • 

IVo wander'd to the Tine Forest . . • » 

ITo who are old, old Rud gay . • • ' ’ 

"Whate’er the passion, knowledgo, faine, ®r I*" • 

1710:106 and what art thon, execroblo ehapo . • 

TTheo first my brave Johenfo lad . . • • 

17310111010168 hang hy the woU. , . • • 

IThen I consider how my light Is epent • • ’ 

IVLcn I would mnse in boyhood . _• • • 

17hen, In disgrace with fortune and mens eyes • 
When the lamp is shatter’d . • • • ‘ 

IVhcn the sheep are in the fsnld, and the kre at fiamn 
17hoti the voices of eWldren or# heard on the green 
IThen to the sesBions of sweet silent thought . . 

IThen winds that move not its calm surface swoop . 
IThere shall tho lover rest? . , • • • 

Where thebMiucliB, thoresufiki ♦ • ' 
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MfIS 

TVlici is tbe zn?rcbflRt here, RB^ Thfeh thtf Jeff? . . • 

'Who IS the hnppy Warrior? Wlioishe? . . « « 249 

Who is the hcasit inaa ? 248 

"Why fadestthou in detlh! .... . , 171 

WjU the king come, that I oaj- breathe my last , , . 117 

With thee conTMiing I forget all time HS 

Te have been fresh and green ....... 105 

Ye marinsr* of England .... ... 14 

YethatffithmehaTefottghlBndfail’dandfoBght . . 244 

Yet once more, 0 ys Tjanrels, and once more , . , . 138 



EXPLANATION OF REFERENCES, 

ETa 


T)in FoDTsoir'!. 

Tliese arc primarily a plostsiry of obsolete or dialectal 
sot \rlicro o reader may find their meaning without 
turning the pages. This convenienco is eometimcB used for 
dilTicuIties of a similar scnle. 

GK.NBnAr. Notes. 

'nverever an asterisk [*] occurs In the text; whether at 
tho number or title or ascription of s poem, it refers to the 
Notes nt tlio end, pp. 255-261 : and when there is no asterisk 
to a poem, there is no note to it. 

In compiling these acnototions— which are explanatory ol 
nlliislons and obscuritiei of all kinds— tlio experience and 
industry of previous commentators has been freely drawn 
upon ; but where no authority is named it may be assumed 
tliat tlic iafermation is derived from common aourccs. All 
critical remarks have r merely edualional intention. 

Text. 

Care has been taken to collate the best texts and to pro- 
vide tlic best readings. This is not always easy, and tlio 
publishers will bo grateful for notification of any mistakes 
or errors. The text of Milton has been expressly attended 
to, It is the original text (from Dean Beeching’s edition) 
with oiil,y sucii convenient nlterations of tlie Epelling as are 
free from all stholatly olijection. The original italicising of 
]iropcr names and initialing of important words with cupitals 
has been kept, as being of jwtheric value, and generally 
mniiing the reading of the poem easier. In the few cases 
wliero the capit-rls hove been changed the conditions were 
s}!i;cially considered. 

Ononn. 

While there is a general scheme of basing the simpler 
poems nt Ihe beginning of the hook and the more difficult 
til 



one.' to"sras tee end, this order of simplicitvnnj often been 
«et Jiside in the Qispositioo of the subject-matter, on the 
^ouplnr and sequence of irhich the pleasantness and com- 
panionable chaacter of the book must depend. 

Cnotcr, 

The extract from Milton are no longer than is profitable 
in an educational hook; since he is not only onr best link 
backwards with Chaucer, hat his serene marterr, economy, 
and dijraitr make him the most useful model for all young 
students. His rerse is therefore rerr cood for lesming by 
heart and for elementary recitation. Some other poems 
were chosen also for theirnsefalness in recitation. 

Inabookof this kind the older writers hsTcafar stronger 
claim than the later; since it is essential that stadents 
should hare a good acquaintance with what mast always 
be the foundation of our linag literature. It is true that 
we orerlook or coadone blemishes in the old poems, while 
wc are critical or intolerant towards faults of similar or less 
magnitude in contemporaries : and this mast be so, because 
the older poems hare passed their ordeal and won their 
place. It is by setting old and new together that the latter 
will win the same privilege. Tie Editor oners this attempt 
with doe deference, and has to thank many friends for the 
ready assistance of their judgmenL R. B. . 



